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Remember that the * secret studies of an author are the 
sunken piers ujjon which is to rest the bridge of his fanie^ 
spanning the dark toaters of obUvio 7 i. They are out <f 
sight j hut without them 7 io supe^^structure can 8^171 d secure. 

Longfellow- 
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PEETAOE. 

The hearty welcome extended to Living Thoughts of 
Leading Thinkers,” and the many congratulations received 
from those who profess to have been not only entertained 
but helped by its perusal, have encouraged me, after so 
long an interval, to make another effort in the same direc- 
tion. I can only hope that the second attempt may meet 
with as cordial a reception. 

S. P. L. 

Cincinnati, Nov., 1881 . 
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Out whitest pearl we never find* 


Holmes. 


It is icith i€ords as with sunbeams— the more they are 
condensed^ the deeper they bmm* 


Southey. 
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GOLDEN GLEAMS OF THOUGHT. 


Ledio inqidrit, meditatio invenitt 
Oi'atio pulsat, contemplatio degustat, 

{Reading seeks, mediUiHon finds; 

Prayer asks, coniemplatum tastes). 

Augustine. 


I. 

FOOUSED EATS. 


’ Tis his at last who says it best. 


XowelL 


A VEKSE may find him who a sermon flies. 

George SEerhert, 

Thought is the property of those only who can entertain it. 

JEJynerson, 


I LOVE to lose myself in other men’s minds. 

Charles Lamh. 

Words only live when worthy to be said. 

JBuhcer^ 


Words are things, and a small drop of ink 
Falling like dew upon a thought, produces 
That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, think. 

JByron, 
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GOLDElSr GLEAMS, 


What i^ems of painting or statutarj are in the world of 
art^ or what flowers are in the world of nature, are gems of 
thought to the cultivated and thinking. 

Holmes, 

It is the masterful will that compresses a life-thought into 
a pregnant word or phrase, and sends it ringing through the 
centuries. 

William Matheios. 

The multiplicity of facts and writings is become so great 
that everything must now be reduced to extracts. 

Yoltaire, 

As the highly colored birds do not fly around in the dull, 
leaden plains of a sandy desert, but amid all the settings of 
nature’s leaves and blossoms, and lights and shades — na- 
ture’s framework of their picture — so there are truths 
which do not appear well in arid fields of philosophic in- 
quiry, but which demand the colored air and the bowers of 
poetry to be the setting of their charms. 

David Swing, 

Our thoughts are ever forming our characters, and what- 
ever they are most absorbed in will tinge our lives. 

Fhila, Ledger, 

Ideas strangle statutes. 

Wendell Fhillips, 

Ideas go booming through the world louder than cannon; 
thoughts are mightier than armies. 

Fev, Dr, W, M. Faxton, 

Ideas often reach the people just as they are leaving the 
schools, and often, on the other hand, the schools go on 
spinning their tough threads long after the people have lost 
all their interest. 


Guesses at Truth, 
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Our great tlionglits, our great ajSFections, tlie truths of 
our life, never leave us. Surely they cannot separate from 
our consciousness, shall follow it whithersoever that shall 
go, and are of their nature divine and immortal. 

Thackeray, 

The key to every man is his thought. Sturdy and defy- 
ing though he look, he has a helm which he obeys, which is 
the idea after which all his facts are classified. He can 
only be reformed by showing him a new idea which com- 
mands his own. 

Emerson. 

Every man is in one sense an historical production. The 
ideas which form his life have come to him through the 
course of development in which he moves. 

Keander, 

The restless mind of man cannot but press a principle to 
the real limit of its application, even though centuries 
should intervene between the premises and the conclusion. 

Liddon, 

Iiv the end thought rules the world. There are times 
when impulses and passions are more powerful, but they 
soon expend themselves, while mind, acting constantly, is 
ever ready to drive them back and to work when their ener- 
gies are exhausted. 

M^Cosh. 

Matt is but a reed, the weakest in nature; but he is a 
reed which thinks j the universe need not rise in arms to 
crush him; a vapor, a drop of water suffices to kill him. 
But were the universe to crush him, man would still be 
greater than the power which killed him; for he knows that 
he dies^ and of the advantage which the universe has over 
him, the universe knows nothing. 


Pascal, 
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Ideas trouble us even more than men. 

Stopford A. BrooJce. 

Ideas make their way in silence like the waters that, fil- 
tering behind the rocks of the Alps, loosen them from the 
mountain on which they rest. 

B'^Auhignd, 

Events are only the shells of ideas, and often it is the 
fluent thought of ages that is crystallized in a moment by 
the stroke of a pen or the point of a bayonet. 

Cha2yin. 

The poems which have lingered in the ear of genera- 
tions have been clear-cut crystals, flashing here and there 
with varied brightness — ^ideas set in gold of cunning work- 
manship. 

S. W. Bellows. 

As cloud on clouds, snow on snow, as the bird on air, as 
the planet rests on space in its flight, so do nations of men 
and their institutions rest on thoughts. 

EmerHon. 


They are never alone who are accompanied ])y noble 
thoughts. 

Sir B/dlfp SkIu(2/> 


The best of a book is not the thought which it contains, 
but the thought it suggests; just as the charm of music 
dwells not in the tones, but in the echoes of our In^arts. 

Iloimes. 


The whip of words — short, sharp, incisive words— cdioaen 
with care and knotted well together, is a terrible W(*iipo!i. 
One brief, indignant couplet of such words, or a prophetic 
warning of three small syllables only, like ^^vae will 

go round the globe, and man has no power to stop it, 

Bev. J)r. Jmnes Giark 
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A BEOAD-Mi:s'DED Selection of noble passages, though it 
may not be able to do all we could wish in a moral way, can 
certainly do much to raise men to a high moral, political 
and social plane. I believe that gems of literature intro- 
duced into our schools, if properly taught, will be able to do 
this, partly by their own directive influence on the young 
mind, but particularly as being such a draft upon the foun- 
tain of higher literature as shall result in an abiding thirst 
for noble reading. 

Prof. John B. Peaslee. 

A BOOK is a living voice. It is a spirit walking on the 
face of the earth. It continues to be the living thought of 
a person separated from us by space and time. Men pass 
away; monuments crumble into dust — what remains and 
survives is human thought. 

Samuel S?niles. 

Every reader has his favorite author and favorite passa- 
ges — texts to which he will turn in danger or sorrow with 
special expectation, and promises which will seem to have 
been expressly written for his personal use. 

Bev» Dr. Joseph Parker. 

At the top of his mind the devout scholar has a holy of 
holies, a little pantheon set round with altars and the im- 
ages of the greatest men. Every day, putting on a priestly 
robe, he retires into this temple and passes before its shrines 
and shapes. Here he feels a thrill of awe; there he lays a 
burning aspiration; farther on he swings a censer of rever- 
ence. To one he lifts a look of love; at the feet of another 
he drops a grateful tear; and before another still, a flush of 
pride and joy suffuses him; they smile on him; sometimes 
they speak and wave their solemn hands. Always they look 
up to the High(^st. Purified and hallowed, he gathers his 
soul together, and comes away from the worshipful inter- 
course, serious, serene, glad, and strong. 
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GOLDEN GLEAMS. 


If a man empties bis purse 
it from liim. 


into bis head, no one can take 
Benjamin Franldm. 


He is wise who knows the sources of knowledge — wbo 
knows wbo has written, and where it is to be found. 

Rm. Dt. a* a, JSodge, 


I HOLD it as a great point in self-education, that the stu- 
dent be continually engaged in forming exact ideas, and in 
expressing them clearly by language. 

Faraday, 


CEETAiiT thoughts are prayers. There are moments when, 
whatever be the attitude of the body, the soul is on its 
knees. 

Victor Hugo, 

Wheit I open a noble volume I say to myself : “Now the 
only Croesus that I envy is be who is reading a better book 
than this.” 

Philip Gilbert Hamerton, 

Read only the masterpieces in literature — the strongest 
men on their strong points. 

Prof, J ohn Fraser, 

Insist on reading the great books, on marking the great 
events of the world. Then the little books may take care 
of themselves, and the trivial incidents of passing politics 
and diplomacy may perish with the using. 

Bean /Stanley, 

A PAGE digested is better than a book hurriedly read. 

Macaulay, 

I HAVE sought for rest everywhere, but I have foi^ it 
nowhere, except in a little corner with a little book. 

Thomas h Kempis, 
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Society is a strong solution of books. It draws the vir- 
tue out of what is best worth reading, as hot water draws 
the strength of tea-leaves. 

Holmes. 

Choose your author as you choose your friend. 

Hoscommon. 

A BOOK is good company. It is full of conversation with- 
out loquacity. It comes to our longing with full instruc- 
tion, but pursues us never. It is not offended at our ab- 
sent-mindedness, nor jealous if we turn to other pleasures, 
of leaf, or dress, or mineral, or even of books. It silently 
serves the soul without recompense — not even for the hire 
of love. And, yet more noble, it seems to pass from itself 
and to enter the memory, and to hover in a silvery transfor- 
mation there, until the outward book is but a body and its 
soul and spirit are flowa to you, and possess your memory 
like a spirit. 

Beecher. 

Get into some good library and read. First read the 
Bible and then William Shakespeare. It will do no harm 
to read one in the morning and the other at night, I am 
not speaking ridiculously to you now, for, with a complete 
knowledge of these two greatest delineators of human na- 
ture, you will have a key, and can, as it were, lift off the 
skull-cap and read a man’s utmost thoughts. 

John A. Murphy., M.JD. 

Akd while some books, like steps, are left behind us by 
the very help which they yield us, and serve only our child- 
hood or early life, some others go with us, in mute fidelity, 
to the end of life, a recreation for fatigue, an instruction for 
our sober hours, and solace for our sickness or sorrow. Ex- 
cept the great outdoors, nothing that has so much life of 
its own, gives so much life to us. 


Beecher, 
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GOLDEN GLEAMS, 


There is a kind of physiognomy in the titles of books no 
less than in the faces of men, by which a skilful observer 
will know as well what to expect from the one as the other. 

Bishop Butler, 

Op all the reproaches which arise gainst a man in his 
chamber of study, there is none more bitter than these two: 
the sight of his own books unread, and the sight of his own 
books read. The one accuses him of waste, the other ac- 
cuses him of inattention. We are slothful in not reading; 
we are slothful also in reading. Examine yourself, grapple 
with the demon of inattention, and make each book, each 
page, each sentence, give account of itself to you. 

Bev, C. J, Vaicghan^ D.D, 

There are books which take rank in our life with parents 
and lovers and passionate experiences, so medicinal, so 
stringent, so revolutionary, so authoritative — books which 
are the work and the proof of faculties so comprehensive, 
so nearly equal to the world which they paint, that, though 
one shuts them with meaner ones, he feels his exclusion 
from them to accuse his way of living. 

:f! ^ ^ 4: iis !fc 5je 

The three practical rules, then, which I have to offer, are: 
1. Never read any book that is not a year old. 2. Never 
read any but famed books. 3. Never read any but what 
you like; or, in Shakespeare’s phrase, 

No profit goes where is no pleasure ta en; 

In brief, sir, study what you most affect.” 

BJmerson, 

W HEIST a new book comes out, I read an old one. 

^ Samuel Bogers, 

Insipid books soon find the way to oblivion, but books 
fchat have life compel the world to read them, even though 
the reading lead to anger and hostility. 

Bev. Dr, Joseph Baricer, 



DIAMOND FLASHES. 


17 


Get at the root of things. The gold mines of Scripture 
are not the top soil; you must open a shaft. The precious 
diamonds of experience are not picked up in the roadway; 
their secret places are far down. Get down into the vitali- 
ty, the solidity, the veracity, the divinity of the Word of God, 
and seek to possess with it the inward work of the 
Spirit. 


There are passages of Scripture that glow with the poetry 
of heaven and immortality. 

Grei/son Letters, 


You never get to the end of Christ’s words. There is 
something in them always behind. They pass into proverbs, 
they pass into laws, they pass into doctrines, they pass into 
consolations; but they never pass away, and after all the 
use that is made of them, they are still not exhausted. 

Lean Stanley, 


II. 

DIAMO^iTO FLASHES. 


Teach the children ! it is painting in fresco. 

Emerson. 

CHiLDRE^r have more need of models than of critics. 

Joubert, 


Begin with the infant in his cradle; let the first word he 
lisps be W'ashingtonl 


Mirabeau, 


We constantly underrate the capacity of children to' un- 
derstand and to suffer. 


2 


John B, Gough, 
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GOLDEN GLEAMS. 


Childeek keep us at play all our lives. 


Cahert, 


Would God, some one had taught me, when young, the 
names of the grasses and constellations ! 

Carlyle. 

Every first thing continues forever with the child; the 
first color, the first music, the first flower, paint the fore- 
ground of his life. The first inner or outer object of love, 
injustice, or such like, throws a shadow immeasurably far 
along his after years. 

Richter. 

In the man whose childhood has known tender caresses, 
there is a filbre of memory which can be touched to gentle 
issues. 

George Eliot. 

In children, a great curiousness is well, 

Who have themselves to learn, and all the world. 

Tennyeon, 

Happy the child who is suffered to be, and content to be, 
what God meant it to be — a child while childhood lasts. 
Happy the parent w^ho does not force artificial manners, pre- 
cocious feelings, premature religion. 

F. TT. Robertson. 

You never know what child in rags and pitiful squalor 
that meets you in the street may have in him the germ of 
gifts that might add new treasures to the storehouse of beau- 
tiful things or noble acts. 

Rolm Morley. 

A MOTHER loses a child. It ever remains to her a child. 
It is only she that can be said to have a child. She remem- 
bers it as it was. 


Dickens. 
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Yofth fades; love droops; the leaves of friendship fall; 

A mother’s secret hope outlives them all. 

Holmes. 

T^HATif Grod should place in your hand a diamond, and 
tell you to inscribe on it a sentence which should be read at 
the last day, and shown there as an index of your own thoug-hts 
and feelings, what care, what caution would you exercise in 
the selection! Now this is what God has done. He has 
placed before you the immortal minds of your children, 
more imperishable than the diamond, on which you are to 
inscribe every day and every hour, by your instructions, by 
your spirit or by your example, something which will re- 
main and be exhibited for or against you at the judgment. 

Payson. 

Never has one person forgotten his pure, right-educating 
mother. On the blue mountains of our dim childhood, 
towards which we ever turn and look, stand the mothers 
who marked out to us from thence our life. 


The teachers of children should be held in highest honor; 
they are the allies of legislators; they have agency in the 
prevention of crime; they aid in regulating the atmosphere, 
whose incessant action and pressure cause the life-blood to 
circulate and to return pure and healthful to the heart of 
the nation. 

Mrs. Sigourney. 


The consciousness of duty performed gives us music at 

George Herbert. 


midnight. 


There is no sculpturing like that of character. 

Beecher. 


Precedeot is the terror of second-rate men. 

Dr. Joseph Parker. 
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GOLDENS' GLEAMS. 


Hold diligent converse with thy children. Have them 
Morning and evening round thee; love thou them. 

And win their love in these rare, beauteous years; 

For only while the short-lived dr.eam of childhood 
Lasts are they thine — no longer 1 

The children’s world is full of sweet surprises; 

Our common things are precious in their sight ; 

For them the stars shine, and the morning rises 
To show new treasures of untold deliglit. 

A dance of bluebells in the shady places; 

A crimson flush of sunset in the west; 

The cobwebs, delicate as fairy laces; 

The sudden finding of a wood-bird’s nest. 

Their hearts and lips are full of simple praises 
To Him who made the earth divinely sweet; 

They dwell among the buttercups and daisies, 

And find His blessings strewn about their feet. 

But we, worn out by days of toil and sorrow, 

And sick of pleasures that are false and vain; 

Would freely give our golden hoards to borrow 
One little hour of childhood’s bliss again. 

Yet He who sees their joy beholds our sadness; 

And in the wisdom of a Father’s love 
He keeps the secret of the heavenly gladness; 

Our sweet surprises wait for us above. 

/S ' ccrah Do tain cy. 

The human species is one family— the education of its 
youth should be equal and universal. 

Fanny Wright 

It is no more possible to prevent thought from reverting 
to an idea than the sea from returning to the shore. 

Victor Hugo* 
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I AViLL utter what I believe to-day, if it should contradict 
all I said yesterday. 

Wendell Phillips^ 

Egcexteicity is the privilege of an anomalous mind. 

Pev. Dr. B. S. Storrs. 

Obstinacy is the heroism of little minds. 


CoxsisTEXOY is a deadly foe to progress. 

Emerson. 


There is no rule, or catechism, or precedent, that is a 
good substitute for thinking. 

E. Y. World. 


If a thousand old beliefs were ruined in our march 
truth, we must still march on. 


Stopford A. BrooJce. 


to 


I DO not regret having braved public opinion, when I 
knew it was wrong and was sure it would be merciless. 

Horace Greeley. 

Popular opinion is the greatest lie in the world. 

Carlyle. 


I prefer to belong to the intellectual rather than to the 
numerical majority. 


Benjamm D'^ Israeli. 


The highest atmospheres are the battle-fields of eagles. 
So it is with men. No two strong- winged thinkers soar 
near each other but they antagonize. 

Geo. Alfred Townsend. 


Common sense plays the game with the cards it has. It 
does not ask an impossible chess-board, but takes the one 
before it and plays the game. 

Wendell Phillips. 
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I AM in earnest; I will not equivocate; I will not excuse; 
I will not retract an inch, and I will be heard. 

Wm. Lloyd Garrison. 

0 Saxon cruelty! how it cheers .my heart to think that 
you dare not attempt such a thing again! 

Daniel ODonnell. 

1 HAVE dared to lift up the banner that is fallen down. 

. John Galvin. 

When bad men combine, the good must associate. 

JBurhe. 


0 LIBERTY I how many crimes have been committed in 
thy name! 


Madame Lowland. 


I HAVE wedded the cause of human improvement; I have 
staked upon it my life, my reputation, and my fortune. 

Fanny Wright. 


There is no success without you work for it. You can- 
not extemporize success. 


James A. Garfield. 


It is of far less consequence, in any Divine estimate of 
things, how much a man suffers, than — what the roan is. 

Austin L helps. 

Whosoever is in love' with cold, hunger, disease, death, 
let him follow me ! 

Garibaldi. 


One ages rapidly on the battle-field. 


Napoleon. 


There is little or nothing in this life worth living for, but 
we can all of us go forward and do our duty. 

Wellington. 
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Even power itself hath not one-half the might of gentle- 
ness. 

Jjeigh IIiinL 

A LAUGH is worth a hundred groans in any market. 

Charles Lamh. 

You cannot dream yourself into a character; you must 
hammer and forge yourself one. 

Froucle. 

May the realities of life dispel for you its illusions. 

Richter, 

Eveey man stamps his value on himself; the price we 
challenge for ourselves is given us. 

Schiller, 

Every cultivated mind carries a liturgy in its own re- 
fined taste. 

Ren, Dr, E, R. Beadle, 

Turner could put infinite space into a square inch of 

j;. r ■ 

Ruskin. 

What succeeds we keep, and it becomes the habit of 
mankind. 

Theo, Barker, 

After a spirit of discernment, the next rarest things in 
the world are diamonds and pearls. 

La Bruy'^re* 

In character, in manner, in style, in all things, the su- 
preme excellence is simplicity. 

Longfelloto, 

It is when you come close to a man in conversation that 
you discover what his real abilities are. 

Samuel Johnson, 
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Ltfb is a coraedj to 
him who feels* 


him who thinks, and a tragedy to 
Horace Walpole* 


There is no fiercer hell than failure in a great attempt. 

Keats. 


Evert man is great just because he is a man. 

W. E. Ghanning. 

Never mind where you work; care more about your 
work. 

Spurgeon. 

Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful. 

Shakespeare. 

Mt tastes are aristocratic; my actions democratic. 

Victor Hugo. 

Good company and good conversation are the sinews 
of virtue. 

Hon. Stephen Allen. 


Nothing can work me damage but myself; the harm 
that I sustain I carry about with me; and I am never a real 
sufferer but by my own fault. 

St. Bernard. 


Oe all the agonies in life, that which is most poignant and 
harrowing — that which for the time annihilates reason, and 
leaves our whole organization one lacerated, mangled heart 
— is the conviction that we have been deceived where we 
placed ail the trust of love. 

Auerbach. 

The golden age is not in the past, but in the future; not 
in the origin of human experience, but in its consummate 
flower; not opening in Eden, but out from Gethsemane. 

Chapin. 
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The reason I beat the Austrians is, they did not know 
the value of five minutes. 


Wapoleon. 


Theee is nothing that this age, from whatever standpoint 
we survey it, needs more, physically, intellectually and 
morally, than thorough ventilation. 

Music in. 


IivsTEAD of saying that man is the creature of circum- 
stances, it would be nearer the mark to say that man is the 
architect of circumstances. It is character which builds an 
existence out of circumstances. Our strength is measured 
by our plastic power. 

George H, Lewes. 

And we, poor waifs, whose life-term seems, 

When matched with After and Before., 

Brief as a Summer wind’s or wave’s, 

Breaking its frail heart on the shore, — 

We — human toys — that Fate sets up 
To smite or spare, I marvel how 
These souls shall fare, in what strange sphere, 

A thousand years from now. 

Maul Hamilton Hayne. 
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We want downright facts at present more than anything 
else. 

Miishin, 

Actually, or ideally, we manage to live with superiors. 

Emerson, 

Evil is like the nightmare — the instant you bestir your- 
self, it has already ended. 

Richter, 


PuETEisrsiON is nothing; power is everything. 

E, R. Whipple, 

Plagiarists, at least, have the merit of preservation. 

E Israeli, 

Live with thy inferiors as thou would st have thy supe- 
riors live with thee. 

Epictetus, 

I TRY to make my enmities transient, and my friendships 
eternal. 

Cicero. 

WHE2f God does his best work he needs the best men to 
help him. 

George Eliot, 

Our earth is as solemn in its continuance as it would be 
in its ending. 

David Siomg. 

The finest fruit earth holds up to its Maker is a finished 
man. 

Ilimiboldt, 

It takes away much of the flavor of life to live amongst 
those with whom one has not anything like one’s fair value. 

Helps, 



CLTJSTEEEB SPAEKLES. 


The man in jest is the key to the man in earnest- 

French Frocerk 

The men who make history do not write it very well. 

G-en. )S her man. 


No man, with any true nobility of soul, can ever make 
his heart the slave of another’s condescension. 

Ike Marcel. 


A GOOD heart will at times betray the coolest head in the 
world. 


Fieldiuij. 


Theee is no such thing as forgetting. 


DeQumcey. 


So act that your principle of action would bear to be 
made a law for the whole world. 


Kant. 


It is easy to see — hard to foresee. 

Franklin. 

MassejnTA was not himself until tlie battle began to' go 
against him. 

Napoleon. 

Do not speak of your happiness to a man less fortunate 
than yourself. 

Flutarch. 

Giye me an honest laugher. 

Walter Scott. 


Theee is an aching that is worse than any pain. 

George McDonald. 


Be courageous and noble-minded; our own heart, and 
not other men’s opinion of us, forms our true honor. 

Schiller. 
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Volcanoes throw up stones, and revolutions cast up men. 

Victor Hugo, 

Society prepares the crime; the criminal commits it. 

Buckle. 

Ko man needs money so much as he who despises it. 

Bic/iter, 


Plain living and high thinking are no more. 

Wordsworth, 

Modesty has its sins, and a kiss its innocence. 

Miraheau.^ 


you do not know yet, my son, with how little wisdom the 
world is politically governed. 

Oxenstiern, 

Letters which are warmly sealed are often but coldly 
opened. 

Richter, 


Things were worse at Areola 1 


Napoleon, 


Try to understand yourself and things generally. 

Goethe, 

A man’s worst difficulties begin when he is able to do as 
he likes. 

Huxley, 

The passage from the physics of the brain to the corres- 
ponding facts of consciousness is unthinkable. 

Tyndall, 

We call this a Christian country, but the only offense we 
can never overlook is the forgiveness of an injury. 

Theo, Tilton, 
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Take away the sword; 

States can be saved without it — bring the pen. 

Bulwen 


Ik to-day already walks to-morrow. 
Make each day a critic on the last. 


Coleridge. 

Bope. 


His circurastances at present are the mixed result of 
young and noble impulses struggling under prosaic con- 
ditions. 

George Eliot. 

Wishes at least are the easy pleasures of the poor. 

Jen old. 

The public mind is educated quickly by events — slowly 
by arguments. 

N Y. World. 

There is no beautiful intercourse unless one feels oneself 
regarded with favor. 

Auerbach. 

When you see a man do a noble deed, date him from 
that. 

Bellows. 

Man is the hero of the eternal epic composed by the Di- 
vine intelligence. 

Schelling. 

Carlyle is a trip-hammer with an “ ^Eolian attach- 
ment.” 

Emerson-, 1848 . 

It is idle to attempt to legislate in advance of public 
opinion. , 

W Y. Herald. 
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Gratitude is the memory of the heart. 

If, JP, Willis. 

A man's collective dispositions constitute his character. 

Bev. JDt. L. H. Atwater, 

Whatever is popular deserves attention. 

ThacJceray. 

I WAS never happy till I gave up trying to be a great 
man. and was willing to be nobody. 

Payson. 


Be noble; and the nobleness that lies 
In other men sleeping, but never dead, 

Will rise in majesty to meet thine own. 

Lowell. 


A WANT of individuality is the most dangerous sign in 
modern civilization. 


John Stuart Mill. 


I HAVE never seen anything in the world worth getting 

Henry J. Raymond, 


angry about. 


The greatest men of a nation are those whom it puts to 
death, 


Benafi. 


Villainy, when detected, never gives up, but boldly 
adds impudence co imposture. 


Goldsmith, 


A HEART unspotted is not easily daunted. 

Shahespm^e. 

Our dissatisfaction with any other solution, is the blazing 
evidence of our immortality. 


Emerson, 
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TxVKIng the first footstep with the good thought, the sec 
ond with the good word, and the third with the good deed, 
I entered paradise. 

Zoroaster, 

We have one thing, and only one, to do here on earth — 
to win the character of heaven before we die. 

F, TF. JRobertson, 

Good breeding is surface Christianity. 

Holmes, 


The human heart has a sigh lonelier than the cry of the 
bittern. 

W, F, Alger, 


The Proverbs of Solomon are the sanctification of com- 
mon sense. 


Fean Stanley, 


That sad refuge — the indifference of strange faces ! 

George Eliot, 

Economy is in itself a source of great revenue. 

Seneca^ 


He conquers grief who makes a firm resolution. 

Goethe, 


The talent of success is nothing more than doing what 
you can do well, without a thought of fame 

Longfellow, 


What troubles the man is a confusion of the head aris- 
ing from corruption of the heart. 

Fohert Burns, 


Many a man who now lacks shoe-leather would wear 
golden spurs if knighthood were the reward of worth. 

J err old. 
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Theee cannot be a smile on the lips of the hopeless. 
The blow which crushes the life -vvili shatter the smile. 

IlollayicL 

In the midst of much failure have the heart to begin 
again. Fear not so long as you have Christ with you as 
your friend and defender. 

JKev. Dr. John Hall. 

The rainbow of hope ever spans the Niagara of our earth- 
ly experience in its maddest, wildest plungings. 

Dev. A. JB. JacJc. 

GtOd’s love — forget it not, sorrowing one, lowest one, for- 
gotten one — God’s love is over all, yearning for all, endur- 
ing through all. 

Dev. Dr W. Dudder. 

God’s greatness flows around our incompleteness ; 

Round our restlessness — His rest. 

3frs. Bromiing. 


IV. 

LIGHTED FAGOTS. 


The best way. for a man to get out of a lowly position is 
to be conspicuously effective in it. 

Dev. Dr. John Hall. 

Young- gentlemen! have two pockets made; a large one 
to hold the insults, and a small one to hold the fees. 

Dr. Valentine Mott. 

Nevee despair, but if you do, work on in despair. 

Durhe. 
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Tell me bow much has been jour patient toil in ob.-^ciiri- 
ty, and I will tell you bowTaryou will triumph in an emer- 
j^oncy. 

'William 


IbiE works of a man, bury them under what mountain yon 
will, do not peritoh — cannot perish. 

Carlyle. 

The secret of success in life is for a man to he ready for 
his opportunity when it comes. 

jyiaraelL 


Seeing much, suffering; much, and studying much, are the 
ti)ree pillars of learning. 

D^IsraelL 


Eyehy noble crown is, and on earth will ever be, a crown 
of thorns. 


Carlyle. 


WnosOEVEE sins against light kisses the lips of a blazing 
cannon. Jerehty Taylor. 

It is easier to make our conduct seem justifiable to our- 
selves than to make our ability strike others. 

George JSliot. 

If you have built castles in the air, your work need not. 
be lost; that is where they should be; now put foundations, 
under them. 

Thoreau., 


Spe Vivas iliriugh there were a pistol at your mouth 1 

ISarRuel Agne/m. 

The truest help we can render to an afflicted man is not 
to take bis burden from him, but to call out his best strength 
that he may be able to bear the burden. 

Phillips .Brooks. 


3 
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To abuse another man’s piety is a sorry way to prove 


your own. 


Eev. TF. //. S. Murray. 


To be famed for holiness is asgreata snare as to be in high 


repute for wisdom and eloquence. 


McGheyne. 


The truest view of life has always seemed to me to be 
that which shows that we are here not to enjoy, but to 

F. W. Eoheruon. 


HAEMO^rizATioiT with our environment is the indispens- 
able condition of peace of soul; our environment in this 
world and the next consists unalterably of God, consoienoe, 
and our own record. 

Joseph Cook. 

All the geniuses are usually so ill-assorted and sensitive 
that one is ever wishing them somewhere else. 

Emerson. 


I PITY the man who can travel from Dan to .Beersheba 
and say, “ ’Tis all barren !” And so it is; and so is all the 
world to him who will not cultivate the fruits it olfors. 

Sterne. 

He that knows himself to be despised will always be en- 
vious; and still more envious and malevolent, if he is con- 
demned to live in the presence of those who despise him. 

’ Samuel Johnson. 

The benefit of an acquired fortune is not objective, but 
subjective; consisting, not in the value of the possession, 
but in the character acquired in its pursuit; just as in a 
gymnasium — the good to the athlete is not the weight lift- 
ed, but the muscular strength acquired. 

Bev. Dr. Chas. Wachworth. 



LIGHTED FAGOTS. 


35 


OiTE present love for our bodies is a prophecy of their im- 
mortality when clothed upon with glory. 

JRev* Stephen II , Tyng. 

FjcIAISTk: explanations with friends in case of affronts, some- 
times save a perishing friendship, and even place it on a 
firmer basis than at first; but secret discontentment always 
ends badly. 

Sydney Smith. 

The crowning fortune of a man is to be born with a bias 
to some pursuit which finds him in employment and happi- 
ness. 

Emerson. 

Evert person has two educations — one which he receives 
from others, and one, more important, which he gives him- 
self. 

Gibbon. 

Evert day’s experience shows how much more actively 
education goes on out of the school-room than in it. 

Burhe. 

You might as well try to tell the amount of money in a 
safe by feeling the knobs, as to tell what is in a man’s head 
by feeling his bumps. 

Holmes. 

It is good discretion not to make too much of any man at 
the first, because one cannot hold out that proportion. 

Lord Bacon. 

After all, the joy of success does not equal that which 
attends the patient working. 

Augusta Evans. 

Px.BASURE may fill up the interstices of life, but it is a 
poor material to build its frame- work out of. 

Rev* 0. W. Wendte. 
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WiTATEVEE a man cannot amend, either in himself or in 
others, he ought to bear patiently until God orders things 
otherwise. 

Thoynas a Kemp is. 


If your heart be right, then every creature is a mirror of 
life and a book of holy doctriiie- 

8t, Krcuicls. 


Take from man Hope and Sleep, and you make him the 
most wretched being on earth. 

Kmit, 


They who reject the testimony of the self-evident truths 
will find nothing surer on which to build. 

Aristotle, 

CATASTEon-iES come when illusions and passions master 
public reason. 

Treitschke. 

Cant is the use of cooled cinders in place of glowing 
coals'. 

Joseph Cook, 

Remembee that what you believe will depend very large- 
ly upon what you are. 

President Noah Porter. 

Desperation is sometimes as powerful an iiispirer as 
genius, 

PPsraeti. 

There is nothing in the universe that I fear, but that I 
shall not know my duty, or shall fail to do it. 

Mary Lyon. 

The excitement of perpetual speech-making is fatal to 
the exercise of the higher faculties. 


Froude. 
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We work as much from antagonism as from inspiration. 

Emerson. 

Meeti^s'GS like these are rare this side of heaven, and 
seem to me the best mementos left of Eden’s hours. 

Holland. 

WiiAT doest thou here — here in this short life, here in this 
earnest world, here, where you have one chance and but one 
forever? 

F. W* Bohertson. 

Nothixo distinguishes great men from inferior more 
than their always knowing, whether in life or art, the way 
things are going. 

Buskin. 

The setting of a great hope is like the setting of the 
sun — the brightness of our life is gone; shadows of the 
evening fall behind us, and the world seems but a dim re- 
flection itself — a broader shadow. We look forward into 
the coming lonely night; the soul withdraws itself; then 
the stars arise, and the night is holy. 

Longfellow. 

In the noise and tumult of the world, where every life 
is invaded and encroached upon by ‘‘the pride of man” 
and “the strife of tongues,” we wrap around us the robe 
of God’s eternal mercy in Christ Jesus, and look out un- 
daunted upon the dangers that cannot harm us there. 

PhlUi2:>s Brooks. 

Whatever I have tried to do in my life. I have tried with 
all my heart to do well. What I have devoted myself to, I 
have devoted myself to completely. Never to put one hand 
to anything on which I would throw my whole self, and 
never to affect depreciation of my work, whatever it was, I 
find now to have been golden rules. 


Charles JJickens. 
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He shall be immortal who liveth till he can be stoned by 
one without a fault. 

Fuller. 


Thiistk on thy wants, on thy faults. Recollect all the pa> 
tience, ail the kindness, all the tenderness, which has been 
shown thee. Think also on life — how short it is, how much 
unavoidable bitterness it possesses; how much which it is 
easy either to bear or chase away; and think how the power 
of affection can make all things right. 

FrederiJca Bremer, 

Sum up at night what thou hast done by day, 

And in the morning what thou hast to do. 

Dress and undress thy soul. 

George Herbert. 

Take hold, my son, of the toughest knots in life and try 
to untie them; try to be worthy of man’s highest estate; have 
high, noble, manly honor. There is but one test of every- 
thing, and that is, is it right? If it is not, turn right away 
from it. 

Henry A, Wise. 

The most difficult thing in life is to keep the heights 
which the soul has reached. 

JEiev. David Riddle^ Jr. 

We are on a perilous margin when we begin to look pas- 
sively at our future selves, and see our own figures led with 
dull consent into insipid misdoing and shabby achievement. 

George Eliot. 

Mat all go well with you ! May life’s short day glide on 
peaceful and bright, with no more clouds than may glisten 
in the sunshine, no more rain than may form a rainbow; and 
may the veiled one of heaven bring us to meet again. 

. Richter. 
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V. 


LIVE COALS. 

Tt is a great privilege to be present at tbe spectacle of 
life. 

George JSliot 

I WILL tell you wbo tbe critics are — men who have failed 
in literature and art. 

jy^I^melL 

Critics are sentinels in the grand army of letters, sta- 
tioned at the corners of newspapers and reviews, to chal- 
lenge every new author. 

JLongfellow, 


Certain critics resemble closely those people who, when 
they would laugh, show ugly teeth. 


Joulert, 


The instinctive feeling of a great people is often wiser 
than its wisest men. 


Kossuth, 


The subjective conscience must not be placed above the 
objective law. 


Bismarck, 


Contemporaries seldom render justice; so that in order 
to fulfill our mission, one must have faith in and conscien- 
tiously appreciate his duty. 

Louis Wapoleon, 

To say that a thing good in itself is bad because some- 
times abused, is as absurd as to say that the beautiful Ohio 
river is an evil because it at times overflows its banks. 

Hon, Walter Forward, 
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Impatie:n'CE of study is the mental disease of the present 
generation. 

Dr. Samuel Johmoji. 


Since I cannot govern my tongue, though within my own 
teeth, how can I hope to govern the tongues of others. 

Franldin. 


Gratitude for the past, content in the present, and trust 
for the future, constitute the trinity of happiness. 

Dr. A. A. ’WUlits. 

The more yon lose your isolated self, and the thoughts 
and feeling's wliich cluster round it, and take, instead, into 
you the thoughts and feelings of others, the richer and the 
more varied, the more complex and the more interesting, 
and therefore the more vividly individual, becomes your 
beiui?. 

Stopford A. Brooke. 

Human virtue should be equal to human calamity. 

Gen. R. E. Lee. 


Offended vanity is the gn at separator in social life. 

Helps. 

The silence often of pure innocence peisuules when 
speaking fails. 

Shakesjyeare. 


There is a moral excellence attainable by all who have 
the will to strive after it; but there is an intellectual and 
physical superiority which is above the reach of our wishes, 
and is granted only to a few. 

Grahhe. 


Have the courage to be ignorant of a great number of 
things in order to avoid the calamity of being ignorant of 
everything. 


Sidney Smith. 
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A man’s hobby rides him 
rides it. 


a great deal oftener than he 
Rmn, Dr, Furness, 


0 THAT we had spent one day in this world thoroughly 
well ! 


Thomas h Kemjyis, 


Half the work that is done in this world is to make 
things appear what they are not. 

Rev, Dr, E, B. Beadle, 


Gray hairs are the only object of respect that can never 
■excite envy. 


Bacon, 


Often the grand meanings of faces, as well as written 
words, may be chiefly in the impressions of those who look 
on them. 

George Eliot, 


We know not how grateful we should be to those who 
take the trouble to be rich for us. 


Renan, 


The house is spiritually empty so long as the pearl of 
great price is not there, although it may be hung with all 
the decorations of earthly knowledge. 

Dr. Arnold, 

To form a correct judgment concerning the tendency of 
any doctrine, we should rather look at the forms it bears in 
the disciples than in the teacher, for he only made it — they 
are made by it. 

Hare. 

I CONFESS that increasing years bring with them an in- 
ci rasing respect for men who do not succeed in life, as those 
words are commonly used. 


Hillard. 
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Looking within us, we find in conscience an observatory 
higher than that of physical science ever was, from which to 
gaze upon the supreme harmonies of the universe. 

Joseph Co oh. 

It is an excellent plan to have some place where we can 
go to be quiet when things vex or grieve us. There are a 
good many hard times in this life of ours, but we can al- 
ways bear them if we ask help in the right way. 

ihss Alcott. 

■ Much of the chai;m of life is ruined by the exacting de- 
mands of confidence. Respect the natural modesty of the 
soul ; its more delicate flowers of feeling close their petals 
when they are touched too rudely. 

Stopford A. Brooke. 

There is a sacreciness in tears. They are not the mark 
of weakness, but of power. They speak more eloquently 
than ten thousand tongues. They are the messengers of 
overwhelming grief, of deep contrition, and of unspeakable 
love. 

Helps. 


True dignity abides with him alone 
Who, in the patient hour of silent thought 
Can still suspect and still revere himself. 

Wordsioorth. 

Our estimate of a character always depends much on the 
manner in which that character affects our own interests and 
passions. We find it difficult to think well of those by 
whom we are thwarted and depressed, and we are ready to 
admit every excuse for the vices of those who are useful or 
agreeable to us, 

Macaulay. 

Oh ! the exquisite English in many parts of our version 
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of the Scriptures ! I sometimes think that the translators 
as well as the original writers, must have been inspired. 

Samuel Mogem, 

To try to suppress the human side of the Bible, in the in- 
terests of the purity of the Divine Word, is as great a folly 
as to think that a father’s talk with his child can be best re- 
ported by leaving out everything which the child said, 
thought and felt. 

TF. Robertson Smiths 

How will my last day on earth find me ? — struggling in 
vain for more of this mortal life, or anticipating with seraph 
glow my entrance upon life eternal ? 

Rev. Samuel J}unn. 

All our other sorrows are storms that beat upon us from 
without ; but remorse, sorrow on account of sin, ever arises 
and haunts us from within. 

Rev. Rr . W. Rudder. 

Young- men who spend many years at school and college 
are too apt to forget the great end of life, which is to be and 
to do; not to read and brood over what other men have been 
and done. 

'William Mathews. 

The code of society is stronger with some persons than 
that of Sinai, and many a man who would not scruple to 
thrust his fingers in his neighbor’s pocket, would forego peas 
rather than use his knife as a shovel. 

James Russell Lowell. 

Style is only the frame to hold our thoughts. It is like 
the sash of a window — a heavy sash will obscure the light. 

Emmons. 

This is such a serious world that we should never speak 
at all unless we have something to say. 


Carlyle. 



44 


GOLDEN GLEAMS. 


The more solitary, the more friendless, the more nnsus- 
tained I am, the more I will respect and rely upon myself. 

Charlotte Bronte* 


The mind can be emptied in a much shorter time than it 
is possible to fill it. It fills through an infinity of little tubes, 
many so small as to act by capillary attraction j but in writ- 
ing a book, an article, or a sermon, it empties itself throug'h 


a twelve-inch pipe. 


Iter* A. K. H. Boyd. 


As the sky has a higher dome than St. Peter’s, so has na- 
ture a greater architect than Angelo. 

I) arid Swing. 

The blood of man 'is well shed for our family, for our 
friends, for our God, for our country, for our kind; the rest 
is vanity — the rest is crime. 

Burhe. 


Not only verify your references but verify your facts. 
Tills accuracy, this verification of facts, this sifting of things 
to the bottom, is a thing which all students ought to culti- 
vate. Do let me entreat of you to look facts in the face. 

Bean Stanley. 

There is no great working idea in history which docs not 
carry its own caricature along with it 

Bev. Br. B. J/. Buhner. 

The world is shadowed or brightened by our own heart 
rather than by anything in itself. Our joy ipakes the cloud- 
iest day glad, and our grief finds night in the shnniest sky. 

Joseph BarMf. 

People seem not to see that their opinion of the world is 
also a confession of character. We can only see what wo 
are, and, if we misbehave, we suspect others. 


Emerson. 
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We must conform, to a certain extent, to the convention- 
alities of society, for they are the ripened results of a va- 
ried and long experience. 

Prof. A. A. Soil If e. 

Before the birth of love, many fearful things took place 
through the empire of necessity; but when this god was 
born, all things arose to men. 

Socrates, 

We do not know to-day whether we are busy or idle. In 
times when tve thought ourselves indolent, we have after- 
wards discovered that much was accomplished and much 
was begun in us, 

PJmerson. 

The wicked ruler must feel and fear that public opinion 
which arises as silently as the frost and thaws like the spring. 

George Alfred Townsend, 

We cheat ourselves with our own lying eyes, 

We chase a fleeting mirage o’er the sand; 

Across a grave the smiling phantom flies, 

O’er which we fall with a vain-clutching hand. 

Alexander Smith, 

He was a- weary; but he fought his fight. 

And stood for simple Manhood; and w'as joyed 

To see the august broadening of the light, 

And new worlds heaving heavenward from the void. 

He loved his fellow^s — and their love was sweet: 

Plant daisies at his head and at his feet. 

Richard Real/,. 
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VI. 

WHITE HEAT, 

When 

For me the end has come and I am dead, 

And little, voluble, chattering daws of men 
Pet^k at me curiously, let it then be said 
By some one brave enough to speak the truth, 

Here lies a great soul killed by cruel wrong. 

Bichard Rmlf. 

a day of strife 
Than a century of sleep. 

Father Ryan, 

I’m weary of my part, 

My torch is outj and the world stands l)efore me, 

Like a black desert at the approach of night; 

I’ll lay me down, and stray no farther on. 

Dry den. 

Whence, and, oh heavens! whither? 

Carlyle. 

Grr close to the seller of perfumes if you want to be 
fragrant. 

Arabian Proverb. 

Modekn architecture is art assassinated by geometry. 

Augmte pTiiauU. 

A MAN should lose no time about gettingdown to earnest 
work in life. His aim should be to build up a happy home, 
and to surround himself with a family of noble children; 
and he should be content after these things are done. 

Robert CoUyer, 
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There is no Morrow. Though before our face 
The shadow named so stretches, we alway 
Fail to o’ertake it, hasten as we may; 

God only gives one island-inch of space 
Betwixt the Eternities, as standing place 
Where each may work — the inexorable To-day. 

Jf. J. Frtston, 

Proofs of a people whose heroic aims 
Soared far above the little, selfish sphere 
Of doubting modern life. 

Thommn, 


Whatever career you embrace, propose to yourself an 
elevated aim, and put in its service an unalterable constancy. 

Victor Cousin, 


Learn as if you were to live forever; live as if you were 
to die to-morrow. 


Ansalus de Fisulis, 


Use the temporal ; desire the eternal. 

Thomas h Kempis. 


The present hour is always the solemn hour; the past has 
ceased to exist, the future is out of reach. 

Christiayi Index, 


Success in life is a matter not so much of talent or op- 
portunity as of concentration and perseverance. 

Rev. G. W, Wendte. 


Somebody once said that Gladstone was the only man in 
Parliament who could talk in italics, 

J'ustin McCarthy. 

With irresolute finger he knocked at each one 
Of the doorways of life, and abided in none. 

Owen Meredith. 
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What men want is not talent — it is purpose. 

Bichoer. 


Who shall be true to us when we are so unsecret to our- 
selves ? 

Shakespeare, 

Go on and work with all your will — uproot error. 

Carlyle. 

The telegraph is the nervous system of civilization. . 

W. T. Herald. 

In our large cities there is a distance of a hundred miles 
between the fashionable and unfashionable side of a brick 
wall. 

, Jose2:>h Cook. 

A GOOD speech is a good thing, but the verdict is the 
thing. 

Baiiiel OHonnell. 

Nothing proves so hurtful to a man's constitution as an 
undelivered speech. 

PammiT. 


Man of the world ! bad as we who are called Christians 
are — and none can know that badness as we do ourselves — 
your world would be worse if we were not in it. 

Dr. John Hall. 

A NOBLE and attractive every-day bearing comes of good- 
ness, of sincerity, of refinement; and these are bred in years, 
not moments. 

Bishop F. D. Huntington, 

Immodest words admit of no defense, 

For want of decency is want of sense. 

Moscommon^ 
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The man who tells me an indelicate story does me an in- 

James T.Fiekh. 

Right forever on the scaffold; wrong forever on the 
throne; 

But the scaffold sways the future, and behind the dim 
unknown 

Standeth God within the shadow, keeping watch above 
his own, 

Lowell. 

Having by the golden gift of God this glorious lot of liv- 
ing once for all, let us endeavor to live nobly. 

J. S. Blachle. 

We live in deeds, not years; in thoughts, not breaths; 

In ^feelings, not in figures on a dial; 

We should count time by heart-throbs. He most lives 
Who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best 

Bailey. 


Oh, keep me innocent — make others gieat! 

Caroline Matilda., Queen of Denmark. 

When death, the great reconciler, has come, it is nevei 
our tenderness that we repent of, but our seventy. 

George BJlioL 

To draw inferences is the great business of life. 

John Stuart Mill. 

Ip you would imitate Christ, take sin by the throat and 
the sinner by the hand. 

W. H. H. Murray. 

I PEAR the man who talks too little, as much as the man 
who talks too much. 

Rer. Dr. C. A. Dickey. 
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A NOBLE deed is a step towards heaven. 

Holland. 


Tue law commands; the gospel empowers. 

Eex). Dr. A. A. Hodge. 


Elevate the working class by keeping your children 
in it. 


Gladstone. 


There is always hope in a man that actually and earnest- 
ly works. In idleness alone is there perjjetual despair. 

Carlyle. 


Young men ! do something in this busy, bustling, wide- 
awake world. Move about for the benefit of mankind, if not 
for yourselves. 

John D. Gough. 


To struggle and again and again to renew the conflict — 
this is life’s inheritance. 


Mrs. Grote. 


Genius will study; it is that in the mind which does 
study, that is the very nature of it. 


DeAoey.. 


Genius has glue on its hands, and will take hold of a 
marble slab. 

Prof. S. J. Wilson. 


It is of no consequence of what parents any man is born, 
so that he be a man of merit. 


Horace. 


We do not what we, ought, 

What we ought not, we do, 

And lean upon the thought 

That chance will bring us through. 

Mattfum Arnold. 
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Almost every great thing that has been done in the worlrFs 
history, has been done in a place with an insignificant 
name. 

Ilei\ Dr. Deems. 


OxE self-approving hour whole years outweighs 
Of stupid starers and of loud huzzas. 

Dope. 


Livtn’G movements do not come of committees — they 
come from individuals. 


J ohn Henry Hewm an . 


The best teachers of humanity are the lives of great men. 

Frof. Foioler. 


Cultivate all things in moderation, but one thing in per- 
fection. 


Lady Morganh Advice to Young Ladies. 


Goi) hath yoked to guilt 
Her pale tormentor — misery. 

Dry a} it. 


A MAX he seems of cheerful yesterdays 
And confident to-morrows. 

Wordsiooi'th. 

Heaven is a prepared place for a prepared people. 

Moody. 

If we could read the secret history of our enemies, we 
should find in each man’s life sorrow and suffering enough 
to disarm all hostility. 

Longfellow. 

I HAVE pity for all unhappy ones, but most for those, who- 
soever they be, that languish in exile, and visit their coun- 
try only ill dreams. 


Dante. 
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Down, tliou climbing sorrow! thy element is below! 

S/iakesj^eare- 

We often do more good by our sympathy than by our 
labors, and render to the world a more lasting service by 
absence of jealousy and recognition of merit than we could 
ever render by the straining efforts of personal ambition. 

Farrar. 

If there is any common delusion of past days which may 
be taken as entirely exploded now, it is the idea that any 
man ever swayed vast masses of people, and became the 
idol and hero of a nation, by the strength of a conscioua 
hypocrisy and imposture. 

J'Uhtin McCarthy. 

Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour; 
England hath need of thee; she is a fen 
Of stagnant waters; altar, sword and pen, 

Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower, 

Have forfeited their ancient English dower 
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men; 

Oh, raise us up, return to us again, 

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power! 

Wonlmovth. 

The wish falls often warm upon my heart, that I niay 
learn nothing here that I cannot continue in the other world*, 
that 1 may do nothing here but deeds that will bear fruit in 
heaven. 

Richter, 

I WILL go forth ’mong men, not mailed in scorn, 

But in the armor of a pure intent; 

Great duties are before me, and great songs, 

And whether crowned or crownless when I fall, 

It matters not, so as God’s work is done. 

Ahomiuhr Smith,. 
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Hope is a pleasant acquaintance, but an unsafe friend. 
Hope is not the man for your banker, but ho mav do very 
well for a traveling companion. 

SctUhurton. 


VII. 

ELEOTEIO SPAEKS. 

I J.ITTLE thought to have lived to hear it said by the 
Whigs of 1839: “Let us rally round the Queen; never 
mind the House of Commons; never mind measures; throw 
principles to the dogs; leave pledges unredeemed;' but for 
God’s sake rally round the throne.” 

Lord Brougham. 

When popular discontents are abroad, a wise govern- 
ment would put them in a hive of glass; you hid them. 

Currayi. 

Ip the majority of the people of Ireland had their will 
and had the power, they would unmoor the island from its 
fastenings in the deep, and move it at least two thousand 
miles to the west. 

John Bright. 

When the carcass of a nation lies dead, tainting the solar 
syst'^m, there will not want lightning to kindle its funeral 
pyre. 

Peter Bayne. 

We cannot honor our country with too deep a reverence; 
we cannot love her with an affection too pure and fervent; 
we cannot serve her with an energy of purpose or a faithful- 
ness of zeal too steadfast and ardent. 


GrimJce. 
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Ireland is the Gethsemane of Europe. In it there are 
more undeserved poverty and sinless crime than in any 
other land on the face of the globe. England will give you 
reasons for it as plentiful as the tigers in the Indian jungle. 
She says it is because the inhabitants are Catholics; because 
they are lawless; because they are indolent; because they 
are drunken, and because they are extravagant. If you 
ask me for a reason, I answer in one word — Landlordism! 
The trouble has its origin in the robbery of a race for the 
benefit of a class, 

James Iledpath. 

I WOULD have the Irish Government regulated by Irish 
notions and Irish prejudices; and 1 firmly believe, accord- 
ing to an Irish expression, that the more she is under Irish 
government, the more she will be bound to English intm*- 
ests. 

Fox. 

A PERFECT traitor should have a face which vice can 
write no marks on; lips that will lie with a dimpled smih^; 
eyes of such agate-like brightness and depth that no in- 
famy can dull them; cheeks that will rise from a murder 
and not look haggard. 

George Eliot. 

Woe to the country whose condition and institutions no 
longer produce great men to manage its affairs. 

MeUernirh. 


Is there not some chosen curse, 

Some hidden thunder in the stars of heaven, 

Red with uncommon wrath, to blast the man 
Who owes his greatness to his country’s ruin? 

Addison. 

He serves his party best who serves his country best. 

Rutherford R. Mayes. 
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If I thought that there was a stain upon the remotest 
hem of the garment of my country, I woiiLl devote my 
utmost labor to wipe it off. 

Daniel Webster, 

The glory of a country is in its homes, which contain the 
true elements of national vitality, and are the embodied 
type of heaven. 

Beecher, 

I ASK no favors and shrink from no responsibilities. 

Zachary Taylor, 

Sir, my concern is not whether God is on our side; my 
great concern is to be on God’s side; for God is always 
right. 

Abraham Lincoln, 

They [office-holders] rarely die and never resign. 

Jefferson, 

It is a principle of war that when you can use the thun- 
derbolt, you must prefer it to the cannon; earnestness is the 
thunderbolt. 

Uapoleon, 

The material development of our country is immensely 
in advance of its legislation and jurisprudence. 

George Affred Townsend,, 1881. 

The best way to secure the repeal of a bad or obnoxious 
law, is to rigidlv enforce it. 

U, S, Grant, 

We worldly men, when we see friends and kinsmen 
Past hope sunk in their fortunes, lend no hand 
To lift them up, but rather set our feet 
Upon their heads to press them to the bottom. 

Sir Giles Omrreaoh, 
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A. WEAPON that conies down as still 
As snow-flakes fall upon the'sod, 

But executes a Freeman’s will 

As lightning does the will of God ; 

And from its force, nor doors nor locks 
Can shield you, — ’tis the ballot-box. 

The sword ! — a name of dread ; but when 
Upon the Freeman’s thigh ’tis bound — 

When for our altar and our hearth, 

When for the land that gave us birth, 

The war-drums roil, the tramps resound, 

How sacred is it then ! 

PierponL 

War is dread when battle shock and fierce affray 
Perpetuate a tyrant’s name, 

But, guarding Freedom’s holy fane 
Confided to her valiant keeping. 

The sword from scabbard leaping. 

Flashes a heavenly light. 

Frank Birch. 

They never fail who die 
In a great cause ; the block may soak their gore, 

Their heads may sodden in the sun ; their limbs 
Be strung to city-gates and castle walls. 

But still their spirit walks abroad. Though years 
Elapse, and others share as dark a doom, 

They but augment the deep and sweeping thoughts 
W’^hich o’erpower all others, and conduct 
The world at last to freedom. 

Byron, 

One crowded hour of glorious life 
Is worth a world without a name. 

W alter Scott 
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Breathes there the man with soul so dead. 

Who never to himself hath said, 

This is my own, my native land 
Whose heart hath ne’er within him burned, 

As home his footsteps he hath turned. 

From wandering on a foreign strand? 

If such there breathe, go, mark him well ; 

For him no minstrel raptures swell, 

High though his titles, proud his name, 

Boundless his wealth as wish can claim ; 

Despite those titles, power and pelf, 

The wretch, concentred all in self, 

Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 

And, doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust from which he sprung, 

Unwept, un honored and unsung. 

'WalUT Scott 
So many great 

Illustrious spiri s have conversed with woe, 

Have in her school been taught, as are enough 
To consecrate distress, and make us 
E’en wish the frown beyond the smile 
Of fortune. 

Thfonson. 

The glory of a true soldier or statesman, falling at his 
post of duty, is seen in this — that the cause of civil liberty 
is the cause of humanity, which is the cause of Christ. 

JRei}. James J, Jones, 

Not alone when life flows still, do truth 

And power emerge, but also when strange chance 

Affects its current; in unused conjuncture, 

When sickness breaks the body — hunger, watching, 
Excess, or languor — oftenest death’s approach — 
Peril, deep joy or woe. 


Eohert Browning. 
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But all through life I see a cross, 

Where sons of God yield u}3 their breath; 
There is no gain except by loss, 

There is no life except by death. 

There is no vision but by faith, 

No glory but by bearing shame, 

Nor justice but by taking blame; 

And that Eternal Passion saith, 

Be emptied of glory and right and name. 

Olrig Grunge, 


MAiq* is dear to man ; the poorest poor 
Long for some moments in a dreary life, 

When they can know and feel that they have been 
Themselves the fathers and the dealers-out 
Of some small blessings; have been kind to such 
As needed kindness, for the single cause, 

That we have all of us one human heart. 

Wordsworth, 

The highest of us is but a sentry at his post. 

Whyte-MeMlle, 

Standing by the river, gazing on the river, 

See it paved with starbeams; heaven is at their feet; 

Now the waves are troubled — now the rushes quiver, 
Vanished is the starlight — it was a deceit. 

Btelwer, 

I CARE nothing for passing renown. It is a popularity 
wdiich rifles home of its sweets; and by elevating a man 
above his fellows, places him in a region of desolation^ 
where he stands, a conspicuous mark for the shafts of malice, 
envy, and detraction; a popularity which, with its head 
among storms and its feet on the treacherous quicksands^ 
has nothing to lull the agonies of its tottering existence but 
the hosannas of a driveling generation. 


Chalmers, 
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The Manchester school introduced the agitation wh'ch 
appealed to reason and argument only; which stirred men’s 
hearts with figures of arithmetic rather than figures of 
speech, and which coiiverled mob meetings to political 
economy. 

J ustm McOarihfj. 

The soft blue sky did never melt 
Into his heart; he never felt 
The witchery of the soft blue sky, 

Wordsioorth, 

We must be as courteous to a man as we are to a picture, 
which we are willing to give the advantage of a good light. 

Emenon. 

It is of very little account what men think of us, but it is 
of great importance what God thinks of us. 

3Iooily. 

Whek we step across the drawbridge of death, it is no 
foreign land we enter, but our native home. 

Stopford A. Bfoohe. 

OxCE I had friends, though by all forsaken; 

Once I had parents — ^they are now in heaven; 

1 had a home once! 

SoKthey, 

Dome up, O heaven! yet higher o’er my bead! 

Back! back, horizon! widen out my world! 

Rush in, 0 Infinite sea of the Unknown, 

For though He slay nie, I will trust in God. 

George McDonald, 

What would be the state of the highways of life, if we 
did not drive our thought-sprinklers through them, with 
valve open, sometimes? 


Solmes, 
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Give me no light, great Heaven, but such as turns 
To energy of human fellowship; 

No powers beyond the growing heritage 
Ttiat makes completer manhood. 

George ElioU 

Steeis' Law-giver! yet thou dost wear 
The Godhead’s most benignant grace; 

Nor know I anything so fair 
As is the smile upon thy face. 

Wordsworth — Ode to Duty. 

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene? 

Have I so found it full of pleasing charms? 

Some drops of joy, with draughts of ill between, 
Some gleams of sunshine ’mid renewing storms. 

Burns. 

Theee are important cases in which the dijQPerence be- 
tween half a heart and a whole heart makes just the differ- 
ence between signal defeat and splendid victory. 

Bei). A. JR. K. Boyd. 

The main token of a strong character is not to make 
known every change and phase in thought and feeling, but 
to give the world the finished results. 

Auerbach. 

I no believe 

Though I have found them not, that there may be 
Words which are things, hopes which will not deceive, 
And virtues which are merciful, nor weave 
Snares for the falling ; I would also deem 
O’er others’ griefs that some sincerely grieve; 

That two, or one, are almost what they seem: — 

That goodness is no name, and happiness no dream. 

Byron. 
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W^E may not stand con tent j it is our part 
To dra|^ slow footsteps after the far sight, 

The long endeavor following up the bright. 

Quick aspiration: there is "ceaseless smart 
F eeling but cold-hand surety for warm heart 
Ot ail desire; no man may say at night 
His goal is reached; the hunger for the light 
Moves with the star; our thirst will not depart 
Howe’er we drink. ’Tis what before us goes 
Keeps us aweary, will not let us lay 
Our heads in dreamland, though tiie enchanted palm 
Kise from our desert; though the fountain grows 
Up in our path, with slumber’s flowing balm; 

The soul is o’er the horizon far away. 

John James Piatt. 


thou haply seest 

Some rare, noteworthy object in thy travel, 

Make me partaker of thy happiness. 

Shakespeare^ 

The battle of our life is brief, 

The alarm — the struggle — the relief — 

Then sleep we side by side. 

Longfelloto. 

The friend who holds a mirror to my face, 

And hiding none, is not afraid to trace 
My faults, my smallest blemishes, within; 

Who friendly warns, reproves me if I sin — 
Although it seems not so — he is my friend. 

But he who, ever flattering, gives me praise, 

Who ne’er rebukes, nor censures, nor delays 
To come with eagerness and grasp my hand, 

And pardon me ere pardon I demand — 

He is my enemy, although he seem my friend. 

Scribner^ s Monthly., 
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They also serve who only stand and wait. 

Milton, 


My heart was heavy, for its trust had been 
Af)used, its kindness answered with foul wrong*; 

So, turning gloomily from my fellow-men, 

One summer Sabbath-day I strolled among 
The green mounds of the village burial-place, 

Where, pondering how all human love and hate 
Find one sad level, and how, soon or late. 

Wronged and wrong-doer, each with meekened face, 
And cold hands folded over a still heart, 

Pass the green threshold of our common grave. 
Whither all footsteps tend, whence none depart — 
Awed for myself, and pitying my race. 

One common sorrow like a mighty wave 

Swept all my pride away, and trembling, I forgave. 

WhiUkf, 

Oh, how hard it is to die, and not to be able to leave the 
world any better for one's little life in it ! 

Abraham Liiicoln, 

Not all who seem to fail have failed indeed; 

Not all who fail have therefore worked in vain; 

For all our acts to many issues lead; 

And out of earnest purpose, pure and plain, 

Enforced by honest toil of hand or brain. 

The Lord wdll fashion, in his own good time, 

— Be this the labonar’s proudly humble creed, — 

Such ends as to His wisdom litliest chime 
With His vast love’s eternal harmonies. 

There is no failure for the good and wise; 

What though thy seed should fall by the wayside 
And the birds snatch it — ^yet the birds are fed; 

Or they may bear it far across the tide, 

To give rich harvest after thou art dead. 

Polities for the People^ 1848 . 
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I HOLD liim great, who for love’s sake 
Can give with generous, earnest will; 

Yet him w^ho takes for love’s sweet sake 
I think I hold more generous still. 

I bow before the noble mind 

That freely some great wrong forgives; 

Yet nobler is the one forgiven 

Who bears that burden well, and lives. 

It may be hard to gain, and strll 
To keep a lowly, steadfast heait; 

Yet he who loses, has to fill 
A harder and a truer part. 

Glorious it is to wear the crown 
Of a deserved and pure success; 

He who knows how to fail, has w^ori 
A crown whose luster is not less. 

Great may he be who can command 
And rule with just and tender sway; 

Yet is diviner wisdom taught 
Better by him who can obey. 

Blessed are they who die for God 

And earn the martyr’s crown of light; 

Yet he who lives for God may be 
A greater conqueror in His sight. 

Ad el a i d e Procte r. 

Oh, yet we trust that somehow good 

Will be the final goal of ill; 

To pangs of nature, sins of will, 

Defects of doubt, and taints of blood; 

That nothing walks with aimless feet, 

That not one life shall be destroyed, 

Or cast as rubbish to the void. 

When God hath made the pile complete; 
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That not a worm is cloven in vain, 

That not a moth with vain desire 
Is shriveled in a fruitless fire, 

Or but subserves another’s gain. 

Behold, we know not anything: 

I can but trust that good shall fall 
At last — far off — at last to all. 

And every winter change to spring. 

Tennyson, 
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FIEE-BRANDS. 

I LOVE clamor when there is an abuse. The alann-btdl 
disturbs the inhabitants, but saves them from being burnt 
in their beds. 

Burke. 

Dare to be true ; nothing can ever need a lie. 

George Herbert. 


Doubt comes in at the window when incjuiry is denied at 
the door. 


Prof. Joimtt. 


Coward’s Castle is that pulpit or platform from which a 
man, surrounded by his friends, in the absence of his oppo- 
nents, secure of applause and safe from reply, denounces 
those who differ from him. 

F, W. JRohertson. 


Thebe is no use in sweeping a chamber if all the dust 
comes out of the broom. 

Whatelg. 
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By and by, Y^hen the world has found out wdiat church 
does the most good, it will know in what church to believe. 

^ jLessutf/. 

There are three difficulties in authorship : to write any- 
thing worth the publishing, to find honest men to publish 
it, and to get sensible men to read it. Literature has now 
become a game, in which the publishers and booksellers are 
the kings, the critics the knaves, the public the pack, and 
the poor author the mere table, or thing played upon. 

Ooitoji, 1840 . 

Three-fourths of the popular novels of the day enfee- 
ble the intellect, impoverish the imagination, vulgarize the 
taste and style, give false or distorted views of life and hu- 
man nature, and, which is worst of all, waste that precious 
time which should be given to solid mental improvem mt. 

G-reji/son Letters^ 

The sensation novel has had its day, and its day was but 
an episode, an interruption. Realism has now welhiigh 
done all it can. Its close details, its trivial round of com- 
mon cares and ambitions, its petty trials and easy loves, 
seem now at least to have spent their attractive power, and 
to urge with their fading breath the need of some new de- 
parture for the novelist. Perhaps the one common want in 
the more modern novel may suggest the new source of sup- 
ply. Pe-rhaps, in order to give a fresh life to our fiction, it. 
will have to be dipped once again in the old holy well of 
romance. 

Justin McC arthy^ 

In every matter that relates to invention — to use, or beau- 
ty, or form — we are borrowers. 

Wendell Phillips. 

Newspapers are the teachers of disjointed thinking-. 

JDr. Hush. 


15 
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In multitudes of cases, perhaps in the greater part of 
them, the household sorrow and the household wreck may 
be traced to the working of ‘a poison distilled into the un- 
happy family through a literature which ought to be driven, 
like offscourings, from every respectable library and every 
circle of honest people. The teachings of a godless philos- 
ophy filter in, drop by drop; they make the whole head sick 
and the whole heart faint. 

Morgan Dix^ D.D. 

Rhetoric is the talent of decaying states. 

Wendell Phillips. 

Speaking against time has become one of the fine arts. 

Charles Sumner. 

Conversation should always be a selection. 

Sir William Hamilton. 

The habit of using words which belong to a higher state 
of feeling and experience than we ourselves have attaim^d 
to, deadens the sense of truth, and causes a dismal rent in 
the soul. 

Guesses at Truth. 

It is a great mistake to think anything too profound or rich 
for a popular audience. No train of thought is too deep, or 
subtle, or grand; but the manner of presenting it to their 
untutored minds should be peculiar. It should be presented 
in anecdote or sparkling truism, or telling illustration, or 
stinging epithet; always in some concrete form — never in 
a logical, abstract, syllogistic shape. 

Rufus Choate. 

We should go through life as the traveler goes through 
the Swiss mountains; a hasty word may bring down an av- 
alanche — a misstep may plunge us over a precipice. 

The Presbyterian. 
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The truest style of eloquence, secular or sacred, is prac- 
tical reasoning, animated by strong emotion. 

Gladstone, 


The man who fails in business 
luxury is a thief. 


but continues to live in 
Spectator, 


Maisty a college-student only succeeds in 
qualifying culture. 


mastering a dis- 
Youmans, 


The theater is the illumined and decorated gateway to 
ruin. 

Her). P, I), Gurley^ D,D. 

There is no more absurd cant than that the culture of the 
mind favors the culture of the heart. What do operas and 
theaters for the moral elevation of society? Does a senti- 
mental novel prompt to duty? Education seldom keeps 
people from folly when the will is not influenced by virtue. 

John Lord, 

The theater is neither moral nor immoral, but a passive 
thing which may be used to express moral or immoral ideas. 
There is no more harm in a dramatic composition, as such, 
than in a picture or statue. Whether there is any harm in 
it will depend on the drama itself, just as there are pure 
and obscene paintings. I am firmly convinced that the 
Church and theater should be allies, and that the Church is 
not guiltless of the divorce. God intended them to work 
together, and it was not without purpose that Shakespeare 
and the Reformation were born about the same time. But 
the methods are diverse, although the Church often uses 
theatrical methods which do not belong there any more than 
a sermon is in place in a theater. Incidentally the theater 
should teach morality, but its method is artistic, while the 
Church’s method should be simple. 


Pev. jE, G, Sweetzer, 
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Theologicat. seminaries are in danger of turning out 
preachers as foundries turn out stoves — all of the same cast 
and pattern. 

Rev). Alexcmder Clarhe. 

Teie practical way for Christians to reform the theater is 
to make it to the interest of the managers to present moral 
attractions. If they patronize refined plays and good actors, 
and withhold support from poor plays and indifferent actors, 
they will appeal so powerfully to tlni pocket nerve of the 
managers that they will strike their colors at once. ■ So 
long, however, as they remain away from the theater alto- 
gether their influence one way or the other will bo simply 
nothing, and the ungodly will still continue to direct 
amusements. And the worst of it is that the latter have 
somehow won a reputation of knowing a good drama from a 
bad one. 

JBaltimore American, 

He that lacks time to mourn, lacks time to mend; 

Eternity mourns that. ’Tis an ill cure 

For life’s worst ills, to have no time to feel them. 

Henry Taylor. 

The opera is an experiment, bold even to the verge of 
absurdity. It is a musical drama. Inheritor of every ma- 
terial objection which lies against the drama, it further 
taxes common sense to witness a whole career, or, at least, 
an appreciable fraction of a career, of man executed in mu- 
sic. To think of buying and selling aid journeying, of 
toiling and scolding and complaining, with love and hate, 
conspiracy and crime and shame, all addressed in panto- 
mime of sound to the ear ! It changes our whole estimate 
of the celestial art of music. It transforms St. Cecilia to 
the veriest Cinderella. Music is a fine art, but music at the 
opera is music overloaded, out of place, degraded beyond 
recognition. 


Rev. Jonathan Edwards^ I). I). 
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Whex I think of the influence of the stage, I make a dis- 
tinction between the grand portraitures of iife — the erea- 
t.ons of genius, there exhibited by the masters of the drama 
— and the diluted, questionable plays that have now become 
so popular. 

Rev, JB. M. Palmer., I).D. 

We Americans make a God of our common-school sys* 
tem. It is treason to speak a word against it. A man is 
regarded as a foe to education who expresses any doubt of 
the value of it. But we may as well open our eyes to the 
fact that in preparing men for the work of life, especially 
for that work depending on manual skill, it is a hindrance 
and a lailure. It is mere smatter, veneering and cram. 

Scribner'^ s 3Iontlily, 

We forgive men and women of great intellectuality a 
thousand times easier than ordinary people, yet the opposite 
should be practiced. We should hold to the highest ac- 
count those who know the most instead of those who know 
the least. 

R. G. IngersolL 

There are men whose independence of principle consists 
in having no principle on which to depend, whose free think- 
ing consists not in thinking freely, but in being free from 
thinking, and whose common sense is nothing more than 
the sense that is most common. 

M. W. Jacobus. 

I CAis'NOT endure the thought that Christ’s children 
should be less free, less joyful, less elastic, and less versa- 
tile, than anybody else. I want a Christian to be one that 
at heart is truly upright; but, more than this, I want that 
he should be one that shall go on with more amplitude of 
life, with more cheerfulness, with more happiness-producing 
power, than anybody else in the community. 


Beecher. 
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Great God I I’d rather be 
A pagan, suckled in a creed outworn; 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn. 

Wofdsicorth. 

Who swerves from innocence, who makes divorce 
Of that serene companion, a good name, 

Recovers not his loss; but walks with shame, 

With doubt, with fear, and haply with remorse. 

W ordswoTth. 


Weepikg vaults are the longest weepers for our funeral. 

Jeremy Taylor. 


SiJPEESTiTiOJS' is the vengeance of Providence on skep- 
ticism. 


HitchcocTc. 


But thoughtless follies laid him low 
And stained his name. 


Burns. 


I dare not drink for my own sake; 

I ought not to drink for my neighbor’s sake. 

Theo. L. Ciiyler. 

Iotemperance wipes out God’s image, and stamps it 
with the counterfeit die of the devil; intemperance smites 
a healthy body with disease from head to heel, and makes 
it more loathsome than the leprosy of Naaman or the sores 
of Lazarus; intemperance dethrones man’s reason, and hides 
her bright beams in the mystic clouds that roll round the 
shattered temple of the human soul, curtained by midnight. 

John B, Gough. 

I CAN abstain, but I cannot be moderate. 

Dr. Samuel Johnson. 
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Let us not despair of saving men addicted to strong 
drink. Drink is strong, but the Son of God is stronger tiian 
strong drink. 

Mood^. 

0 God, that men should put an enemy in their mouths to 
steal away their brains! That we should, with joy, revel, 
pleasure and applause, transform ourselves into beasts! To 
be now a sensible man, by-and-by a fool, and presently a 
beast ! 0 strange I Every inordinate cup is unblessed, and 

the ingredient is a devil. 

Shakespeare. 

Men try to drown the floating dead of their own souls in 
the wine-cup, but the corpses will arise. We see their faces 
in the bubbles. The intoxication of drink sets the world 
whirling again, and the pulses playing music, and the 
thoughts galloping, but the fast clock runs down sooner, and 
the unnatural stimulation only leaves the house it fills with 
the wildest revelry more silent, more sad, more deserted, 
more dead. There is only one stimulant that never fails, 
and yet never intoxicates — Duty. Duty puts a blue sky 
over every man — up in his heart, maybe — into which the 
skylark, happiness, always goes singing. 

George D. Prentice. 

It is easy to make water run down hill, hard to make it 
run up hill. It requires a permanent, persistent force to do 
this, and so it is with the cause of temperance. There is no 
permanent, persistent agency to overthrow the evil of in- 
temperance but the Church of Christ. All other agencies 
are ineflSicient because they are ephemeral. 

. JReo. James W. Dale., D.D. 

Many a physician can only pour drugs of which he knows 
little, into bodies of which he knows less. 


Voltaire. 
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There are seToral sovereignties in this country. First, 
the sovereignty of the American peojjle ; then the sover- 
eignty nearest to us all — the sovereignty of the family — the 
absolute right of each family to control its afhiirs in accord- 
ance with the conscience and convictions of duty ot the 
heads of the family. I have no doubt the American people 
will always tenderly regard their household sovereignty, 
and however households may differ in their views and con- 
victions (as to meat and drink), I believe that those differ- 
ences will be respected. Each household, by following its 
own convictions and holding itself responsible to Grod, will, 

1 think, be respected by the American people. 

James A, Garfield. 

Medicine is a collection of uncertain prescriptions, the re- 
sults of which, taken collectively, are more fatal than useful 
to mankind. Water, air, cleanliness are the chief articles 
in my pharmacopeia. 

Napoleon. 

Water ! look at it, ye thirsty ones ! See its purity ! 
How it glitters, as if a mass of liquid gems ! The Eternal 
Father of all has brewed it for his children. Not in the 
simmering still, with smoking fires, and choked with poi- 
sonous gases, does he prepare it ; but down, down in the 
deepest valleys, where the fountains murmur ; and in the 
grassy dell, where the red deer wanders ; or high on the ■ 
mountain tops, where the storm-clouds brood, and thunder- 
storms crash ; and far out on the wide sea, where the hurri- 
cane howls music, and mighty waves swell the chorus — He 
brews this precious beverage of life — pure cold water. Ev- 
erywhere it is a thing of beauty,. g teaming in the dew-drop, 
sparkling in the ice-gem, sporting in the cataract, spreading 
a golden vail over the setting-sun, or a white gauze around 
the midnight moon ; dancing in the hail-shower, ringing in 
the summer rain, and weaving that seraph-zone of the sky, 
whose warp is the rain-drop and woof the sunbeam. 
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The study of rational medicine is as far removed fiom the 
ancient allopathy, with its blood-letting and purgation, as 
from the recent delusions of homceopathy, with its ridicu- 
lous infinitesimal doses and siniiUd-simiilbm medication. 

, Declaration of the Medical School of Maples. 

I AVAS ill of an epidemic vile fever which killed hundreds 
about me. The physicians here are the arrantest charlatans 
in Elurope, or the most ignorant of all pretending fools. I 
withdrew what was left of me out of their hands and rec- 
ommended myself entirely to Dame Nature. She — gentle 
goddess — has saved me in fifty dijQFerent pinching bouts, and 
I begin to have a kind of enthusiasm now in her favor, and 
in my own, that one or two more escapes will make me be- 
lieve I shall leave you all at last by translation, and not by 
death. 

Sterne. 

It is better to have recourse to a quack, if he can cure 
■our disorder, although he cannot explain it, than to a 
physician, if he can explain our disease, but cannot cure it. 

Colton. 


It is one thing to wish to have truth on our side, and an- 
other thing to wish to be on the side of truth. ’’ 

Whately. 


Every error is a truth abused. 

First, last, midst, and without 
with use. 


Bosmet. 

end, honor, every truth 

Emerso7i. 


All truth undone becomes unreal. 

F. W. Robertson. 

A WISE physician, skilled our wounds to heal, 

Is more than armies to the public weal. 
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All errors spring up in the neighborhood of some truth’^ 
they grow round about it, and for the most part derive their 
strength from such contiguity. 

Jtiev. T. JBmney, 


Thebe is a brotherhood of error as close as the brother- 
hood of truth. 


Argyle* 


Truth, as humanity knows it, is not what the schoolmen 
call it, one and indivisible; it is like light, and splits not 
only into elementary colors, but into innumerable tints. 
Truth with Raphael is not the same as truth with Titian ; 
truth with Shakespeare is not the same as truth with Milton; 
truth with St. Xavier is not the same as truth with Luther ; 
truth with Pitt is not the same as truth with Fox. Each 
man takes from life his favorite truth, as each man takes 
from light his favorite color. 

Biihoer, 


Truths of all others the most awful and interesting are 
too often considered as so true that they lose all the power 
of truth, and lie bedridden in the dormitory of the soul 
side by side with the most despised and exploded errors.. 

Coleridge. 

The true and proper stimulant for the intellect is truth. 
There is no sin in being excited by truth. There is tio> 
mental injury in such excitement. Hence, buy the truth 
and sell it not. 

ahedd. 


Truth is not conquered: it is read, 
humble seekers. 


It comes to earnest. 
Prof, March. 


Truth is only got at by assaulting and laying low the 
surroundings that throw it out of proportion and hide it 
from view. 


BlsJiop Butler. 
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Truth is the apostle before whom every cowardly Felix 
trembles. 

Wendell Phillips. 

There are some faults slight in the sight of love, some 
errors slight in the estimate of wisdom; but truth forgives 
no insult, and endures no stain. 

Rmkm. 


What a man sees only in his best moments as truth, is 
truth in all moments. 

Joseph Cook, 

Te the world goes against the truth, then Athanasius goes 
against the world. 

Athanasius, 


He is the freeman whom the truth makes free, 

And all are slaves beside. 

Gowper, 

Truth hath a quiet breast. 

Shakespeare. 


Truth is by its very nature intolerant, exclusive ; for 
every truth is the denial of its opposing error. 

Luthardt, 


Truth is the gravitation principle of the universe by 
which it is supported, and in which it coheres. 

William M, Mvarts, 


Truth, and a soul that is ready for truth, meet like the 
fuel and the flame. 


Phillips Brooks. 


Prose is truth looking on the ground, eloquence is truth 
looking up to heaven, poetry is truth flying upward toward 
God. 


Beecher. 
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That man has lived to little purpose '»vlio has not learned 
that what the great world pities, and its teachers disallow’-, 
even though mixed with tokens of weakness, is many times 
deepest in truth and closest to the real sublimities of life 
a-nd religion. 

Horace BushnelL 

The greatest homage we can pay to truth is to use it. 

E^nerson. 

Had the great truths waited until the majority voted in 
their favor, they would never have been heard of in the 
w’orld. Had they not found the place from which they are 
proclaimed at all times as sufficiently grand, they would be 
silent to this hour. Unadorned and out of the way were 
the seats whence they were uttered, and yet they come 
like zephyrs, and though slight their rustlings, they up- 
rooted oaks and threw down palaces. 

Paul Gassel. 

Ip I held truth captive in my hand, I should open my 
hand and let it fly, in order that I might again pursue and 
capture it. 

MaUhTamhe. 

Did the Almighty, holding in his right hand truth, and 
in his left search after truth, deign to tender me the one I 
might prefer — in all humility, but without hesitation, I 
should request search after truth. 

Eessing, 

The only thing I have any satisfaction in, as respects my- 
self, is the consciousness I have that I loved the truth, and, 
above all things, have desired to know it. 

Horace BushnelL 

' Beholding the bright countenance of truth in the quiet 
and still air of delightful studies. 


Milton, 



FIRE-BRANDS. 


/ 

When a man has no design but to speak plain truth, he 
isn't apt to be talkative. 

'George JD. Prentice. 

To restore a commonplace truth to its first uncommon 
lustre, you need only translate it into action. 

Coleridge, 

Where truth and right are concerned, we must be firm 
as God. 

Guthrie. 

The truer we become the more unerringly we know the 
ring of truth. 

F. W. Pobertmi. 


He who makes truth disagreeable, commits high treason 
against virtue. 


Hiss Edgeworth. 


Old truths are always new to us, if they come with the 
smell of heaven upon them. 


John Bunycm. 


On a far shore my land swam far from my sight, 
But I could see familiar native stars; 

My homo was shut from me by ocean bars, 

Yet home hung there above me in the night; 
Unchanged fell down on me Orion’s light; 

As always, Venus rose, and fiery Mars; 

My own the Pleiades yet, and without jars, 

In wonted tones, sang all the heavenly height. 

So when in death from underneath my feet 
Rolls the round world, I then shall see the sky 
Of God^s truth burning yet familiarly; 

My native constellations I shall greet; 

I lose the outer, not the inner eye. 

The landscape, not the soul’s stars, when I die. 
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Truth fears npthing but concealment. 


Guizot. 


There is nothing so strong or safe^ in 
life, as the simple truth. 


any emergency of 
Dickens, 


Truth crushed to earth shall rise again; 

The eternal years of God are hers; 

But Error, wounded, writhes in pain, ' 

And dies amid his worshipers. 

Bryant, 


Falsehood may have its hour, but it has no future. 

BTessens4, 


The universality and the unity of law make our earth, 
although but an atom, immensity itself in its revelations of 
truth. I 

Dana, 


Your attempt to base a great, enduring party on the 
hate and wrath necessarily engendered by a great civil war, 
is as though you should plant a colony on an iceberg, which 
has somehow drifted into a tropical sea. 

Sorace Greeley. 

The bayonet is not the fittest instriiment by which to col- 
lect the votes of freemen. 

Gen, W, 8, Hancock. 


One man with God on his side is a majority against the 
world. 


Frederick Douglass, 


Eemember ! we are one country now. Dismiss from 
your minds all sectional feeling, and bring up your children 
to be, above all, Americans. 


Gen, B, F. Zee. 
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Better be in shame now than at the daj of judgment 

Mohammed, 

I WOULD rather be right than be President. 

Henry Clay, 

To guard the health of the people is the first duty of the 
statesman. 

HIsraeiL 

We are never without a pilot. When we know not how 
to steer, and cannot hoist a sail, we can drift. The current 
knows the way, though we do not. 

JEmerson, 

It is a sad thing when a man has either a reputation be- 
yond his merit, or an ambition beyond his ability. 

Itev, S, J, Beatty, 

The honorable gentleman is indebted to his memory for 
his wit, and to his imagination for his facts. 

Burke, 


DisPxVTCH is better than discourse; and the shortest ans- 


wer of all is — doing. 


Smiles, 


How bitter a thing it is to look into happiness through 


another man’s eyes ! 


Shakespeare. 


Each, after all, learns only what he can; 

Who grasps the moment as it flies, 

He is the real man. 

Goethe, 


The circumstances of the world are now so variable that 
an irrevocable resolution is almost synonymous with a 
foolish one. 


William H, Seward,. 
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BEi> watered with tears 
to be found among us. 


for the sins of the land, is rare 
J^iitherfonl. 


The true pilot is the man who navigates the bed of the 
ocean even more than its surface. 

Victor Hugo. 


Do not talk about it ! 
speaking of them. 


One feels the best things without 
Auerbach. 


Surmises are not facts, 
need not be stated. 


Suspicions which may be unjust 
Abraham Lincoln, 


K HEALTHY intellect which goes in search of its own in- 
tellectual food, must be the basis of all spontaneous 
education. 

Tidloch. 


I COULD never pour out my inmost soul without reserve to- 
any human being, without danger of one day repenting my 
confidence. 

JBiirns. 


’Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours, and ask 
them what report they bore to heaven. 


Young. 


Real friendship is of slow growth. It seldom arises at 
first sight. Nothing but our vanity will make us think so.. 
It never thrives unless engrafted upon a stock of known 
and reciprocal merit. 

Chesterfield. 

Not what we think or say, but what we do, will have its- 
effect upon the world. Let, therefore, the thinker do and 
the doer think. 


Rob Roy McHulty. 
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The proper motives to religion are the proper proofs of it- 

JBishop BiitUr, 

OuB duties to others ought to be continually looked at 
from their standpoint. 

JEJssays on Social Subjects. 

The world does not require so much to be informed as to 
be reminded. 

Hannah More. 

Had I read as much as others, I might have been as 
ignorant. 

Hobbes. 

The great thinker is seldom a disputant. He answers 
other men’s arguments by stating the truth as he sees it. 

Prof*. March. 

The sad consequence of defection in principle is corrup- 
tion in practice. 

Dickens. 

Corrupt legislators are the offspring and index of a cor- 
rupt public opinion. 

G. W. Curtis. 


It is a bad thing for a man, in looking at himself, at his 
neighbors and at communities, to look at the side of fault, 
and failing, and meanness, and imperfection, and wicked- 
ness, and rottennesss. These things will force themselves 
upon his notice full enough — more than enough for his good. 

Beecher. 


The saddest thing that can befall a soul 
Is when it loses faith in God and woman. 

Lost I those gems. 

Though the world’s throne stood empty in my path, 
I would go wandering back into my childhood. 
Searching Tor them with tears. 


Alexander Smith. 
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IX. 

STGls-AL LIGHTS. 

The Scythians of old used to strike the cords of their 
bows at feasts, to remind themselves of danger. 

Bancroft 

Let us beware of losing our enthusiasms. Let us ever 
glory in something, and strive to retain our admiration 
for all that would ennoble, and our interest in all that would 
enrich and beautify our life. 

Phillips Brooks, 

If you want to be miserable, think about yourself, about 
what you want, what you like, what respect people ought to ’ 
pay you, and what people think of you. 

Charles Kingsley. 

You go forth into the world at a time when the rushing 
current of modern life threatens to take every man from his 
feet, whose feet do not stand upon duty, and whose hands 
are not stretched forth toward God. 

Koah Porter, 

Young men ! let the nobleness of your mind impel you 
to its improvement. You are too strong to be defeated, 
save by yourselves. Refuse to live merely to eat and sleep. 
Brutes can do these, but you are men. Act the part of 
men.’ Resolve to rise; you have but to resolve; nothing can 
hinder your success if you determine to succeed. Do not 
waste your time by wishing and dreaming; but go earnestly 
to work. Let not a craven heart or a love of ease rob you 
of the inestimable benefit of self-culture, and you shall reap 
a harvest more valuable than gold or jewels. 

Bev. W. D. Howard^ B.D. 
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That subtl© nothingness that ekes through the Jeweled 
fingers of a bishop ! 

jRev. S. J, NicholU^ />.!>. 

Theee is an apostolical succession. It is not the power 
conveyed by physical contact 5 it is not a line of priests. 
It is a succession of prophets, a broken, scattered one, but 
a real one. John was the successor of Elias’ spirit. In the 
spiritual birth, Luther was the offspring of the mind of 
Paul. Mind acts on mind, whether by ideas, or character; 
herein is the spiritual succession. 

Rev. Henry A. Roardman.^ R.D. 

It would be as difficult to take an inventory of the bene- 
fits the world receives from the sunshine, as to enumerate 
the blessings we derive from the Christian Sabbath. 

, R&o. Hervey I). Game^ D.D. 

Intellectually the difficulties of unbelief are as great 
as those of belief, while morally the argument is wholly on 
the side of belief. 

Dr. Arnold. 

Ip there were no other argument for a future life, sin 
would furnish one never to be refuted, for it tells of a cause 
standing over between the Judge and ourselves, for the 
hearing and decision of which a time must certainly come. 

Isaac Taylor. 

I THINK a great many professors of religion are just like 
backgammon boards. They look like stately books, and on 
the back of them is inscribed in large letters, “ History of 
England,” or “ History of the Crusades ” ; but when yott 
open them you find nothing but emptiness, with the excep- 
tion of the dice and counters. And many men bear the 
name “ Christian,” who are inside all emptiness and rattling 
nothing. 


Bethune, 
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Epictoeanism is human nature drunk; cynicism is human 
nature mad; and stoicism is human nature in despair. 

Prof, S, J, Wilson, 

The philosopher who recognizes a God has with him a 
crowd of probabilities equivalent to a certainty, while the 
atheist has nothing but doubts. 

Voltaire. 


There is no misery like that of a divided heart, and a 
spotted Christian robe. 

Prof A. A. Hodge, 


Epicureanism — the sparkling Sadduceeism of Greece. 

Princeton Mevieio, 


Jesus Christ pours out a doctrine beautiful as the light, 
sublime as heaven, and true as God. 


Theo. Parker, 


Nature — the Gentile’s Bible. 


Goxdhnvn. 


Even should our feet for a moment stumble, it does not 
follow that we were not treading the highway of holiness. 

B. Pearsall Smith. 

It is a fine thing to ripen without shriveling ; to reach 
the calmness of age, yet keep the warm heart and ‘ready 
sympathy of youth. 

Bev. A, K.H, Boyd. 

He that will believe only what he can fully comprehend, 
must have either a very long head, or a very short creed. 

Oolton. 

“ Did I not believe,” said a great man to me once, “ that 
an Intelligence is at the heart of things, my life on earth 
would be intolerable.” 


Tyndall. 
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There are few signs in a soul’s state more alarming tiian 
that of religious indiiOference ; that is, the spirit of thinking 
all religions equally true, the real meaning of which is, that 
all religions are equally false. 

F, TF. JRohertson. 


The dark possibility of being a castaway at last, must 
have a subjective validity and power in the consciousness 
even of the regenerate man, who experiences the hidden 
power of sin in the prevailing conflict of life, stern and 
unceasing, and who, under the sense of fiis own weakness, 
cannot but tremble for and mistrust himself. 

Bishop Martensen. 


Men can get along without science, but they cannot get 
along without religion. 

Bev. JDt. Sitchcock. 


Reason cannot show itself more reasonable than to cease 
reasoning on things above reason. 

Sir Philip Sidney. 

Many of our traditional constructions of Scripture are 
Japhetic interpretations of Semitic texts. 

Bev. Dr, Whedon. 


The world has turned the joyous Christmastide into a 
mere giddy transition from the Old Year to the New. 

Bev. Walter Q. Scott. 

Sat what men may, it is doctrine that moves the world. 
He who takes no position will not sway the human intellect. 

Shedd. 

Heathenism was the seeking religion; Judaism the 
hoping religion ; Christianity is the reality of what Heathen- 
ism sought, and Judaism hoped for. 


Luthardt. 
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What we see exclusively we are apt 
mistake of proportions. 


to see with some 
George Eliot 


All men are frail, but thou shouldst reckon none so frail 
as thyself. 

Thomcts d, Kemp Is. 


The hardest thing in the world, sir, is to get possession 
of a fact. 


Dr, Samuel Johnson. 


The most manifest sign of wisdom is continued cheer- 
fulness. 


Montaigne. 


Let us go down with bare arms into the lowest recesses 
of our souls, and there wrestle with sin and despair. 

Athanase CoquereL 


Without the Bible man would be in the midst of a sandy 
desert, surrounded on all sides by a dark and impenetrable 
horizon. 

Daniel Webster. 


The New Testament is only the beginning of books, not 
a finished and sealed document, according to popular no- 
tions of finality, but the beginning of a literature punctuat- 
ed and paragraphed by tears and laughter, by battle and 
pestilence, and all the changes of a tumultuous yet pro- 
gressive’ civilization. 

/ ^ Joseph Parker. 

Religion* is often the most beautiful and sustaining in 
the humble, obscure walks of life, where, serving the Mas- 
ter with a quiet and contented mind, very many put more 
honor on the Gospel than do those whose names' are her- 
alded to the world. 

Bishop Jaggar. 
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You may believe the Gospel by simply reading it, but 
you will never receive it in its fulness until it is told you 
by some one who has experienced it. 

e7. JB. JBitUngeTj D.I). 

Religioi^ is the human mind standing in reverence and 
inspiration before the infinite energy of the universe, asking 
to be lifted into it — opening itself to inspiration. 

Imthardt. 

In these days we not only need to emphasize sound doc- 
trine, but sound practice; for piety is a Bible-creed crystal- 
lized into Bible-conduct. 

Theo, X. Guyler. 

All things, the pressure of reason, the disappointment 
of society over the results of a complex faith, the demand 
for noble men and women, the natural tendency of intellect 
toward simplicity, require that he who “ gets religion ” in 
these years, should secure one that shall stand close by the 
simplicity and broadness and rightness of the central 
Christ. 

David Swing. 

With the results of Christianity before him and in him, 
the Christian may confidently say to all his enemies : 
“ If a lie can do all this, then a lie is better than all your 
truth, for yoiir truth does not pretend to do it; and if our lie 
is better in every possible legitimate result than your truth, 
then your truth is proved to be a lie, and our lie is the 
truth.” Of all short methods with infidelity, this is the 
shortest. 

Holland. 

The gospel teaches a communism which is unselfish ; it 
says, ‘"All mine is thine.” But the world’s communism is 
the very opposite. It says — “ Stand and deliver — ^All thine 
is mine,” and the difference is infinite. 

Doolittle. 
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That Jesus, surrounded as he was, could have promul- 
gated a system of morals embodying all that is most valu** 
able in the prior life of the world, and to which nineteen 
centuries of civilization have not been able to add a thought 
or impart an ornament, is a fact not to be explained by any 
ridicule. 

Senator M. J3[. Carpenter. 

The real security of Christianity is to be found in its 
benevolent morality, in its exquisite adaptation to the hu- 
man heart, in the facility with which its scheme accommo- 
dates itself to the capacity of every human intellect, in the 
consolation which it bears to the house of mourning, and in 
the light with which it brightens the great mystery of the 
grave. 

Macaulay. 

Though scoffers ask, where is your gain ? 

And mocking say your work is vain, 

Such scoffers die, and are forgot — 

Work done for God, it dieth not. 

Press on ! press on ! nor doubt, nor fear ; 

From age to age this voice shall cheer, 

Whate’er may die, and be forgot — 

Work done for God, it dieth not. 

Thomas Knox. 


X. 

SIGI^AL LIGHTS. 

CONTINUED. 

Hell is as ubiquitous as condemning conscience. 

-Z^. W. Robertson. 
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Eteexal punishment is not simply a voluntary infliction; 
it is the consolidation and perpetuation of evil character, 
projecting itself into the eternal world, and reaping its own 
self-prepared results and consequences. 

S. Starrs^ Z>.i>. 

Ip an infinitely loving God permits untold suffering in 
this world, is there anything inconceivable in His permit- 
ting it in the world to come ? 

P. Zane. 

The highest punishment is not hell ; it is not the place 
□f condemnation, where other guilty ones suffer with us. 
No — to be self-condemned and to stand by some pure, 
happy one, feeling perfect innocence — that is the hell of 
hells. 

Auerbach. 


I HAVE never known the winter’s blast. 

Or the quick lightning, or the pestilence, 

Make nice distinctions when let slip 
From God’s right band. 

Holland. 

Hell is the infinite terror of the soul, whatever that may 
be. It is the hell of halving done wrong — the hell of hav- 
ing had a spirit from God, pure, with high aspirations, and 
to be conscious of having dulled its delicacy and degraded 
its desires — ^the hell of having quenched a light brighter 
than the sun’s — of having done to another an injury that 
through time and through eternity never can be undone — 
infinite, maddening remorse — the hell of knowing that 
every chance of excellence, and every opportunity of good, 
has been lost forever. This is the infinite terror; this is the 
wrath to come. 

F. W. Bohertson. 

Hell — that awful refuge of the wilbless ! 

G-eorge McZonald. 
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Theee may be heaven; there must be hell; 

Meantime, there is our earth here — well ! 

Hohert Browning, 

To insist that the lost will be punished in material fire, is 
as irrational as to insist that the saved will dwell in a city 
paved with material gold. 

Reo, R, TF. JDale, 

The torment of hell is bred of these two things — recol- 
lection, and the absence of hope. Of these two parents 
shall be born those twin-causes of suffering, remorse and 
despair. These are the worm that will not die and the fire 
that cannot be quenched. If you are lost, your suffering 
will not be so much an infliction as a consequence, just as it 
is here and now. You will not be blasted as by a shaft of 
lightning ; the fire shall be within you, self- kindled, self-fedy 
making your immortality an immortality of ill. 

Ren, W, H, H, Murray, 

Dm you ever notice that while the Gospel sets before us 
a higher and more blessed heaven than any other religioHy 
its hell is also deeper and darker than any other ? 

TF. F. Warren, D.D, 

It is not the best way in which to teach the truth of fu- 
ture punishment to say that a man is punished forever and 
forever for the sins of that hand’s-breadth of duration we call 
time. If the soul does not repent of these with contrition^ 
and not merely with attrition, the nature of things forbids 
its peace. But the Biblical and the natural truth is, that 
prolonged dissimilarity of feeling with God may end in 
eternal sin. If there is eternal sin, there will be eternal 
punishment. Final permanence of character, under the 
laws of judicial blindness and the self-propagating power 
of iin, is the truth emphasized by both God’s word and his 
works. 

Joseph Cook, 
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Theee is a sacred dfead of death 
Inwoven with the strings of life, 

And ’tis the eternal doom of heaven, 

That man must view the grave with fear. 

Bryant 

What is hell but an expression of God’s infinite abhor- 
rence of sin and of everything that is hurtful to his crea- 
tures, and of his infinite regard to whatever tends to their 
benefit ? All sin, unrepented of, must be punished ; and 
even the most noxious criminals, the enemies of God and his 
creatures, are not useless in the universe, but answer the ter- 
rible but benevolent end of warning all other creatures 
against disobedience, which would involve them in the 
same misery, just as the execution of a few malefactors in 
human governments is of extensive service to the rest of 
the subjects. 

Lyman Beecher. 

Fire in nature is not a substance. It was formerly 
thought to be, till science discovered that it was only the 
oxygen of the air we breathe, in contact, in chemical combi- 
nation, with combustible substances. Whether this oxygen 
shall serve you as the sustainer of life, as it comes to you 
in the atmosphere, or whether it shall blaze and fiame in the 
conflagration, destroying you along with your goods, is sim- 
ply a question of conditions, and the observance of natural 
laws. And when it rages and bums with desolating sweep, it 
is only the latent power of this bland and life-sustaining 
breath, roused into activity; the same element, only at dif- 
ferent temperatures, being endowed with such opposite and 
seemingly incompatible qualities. So is this mystery of the 
wrath of God. It is only the evolving of that dormant 
energy which exists in the very soft and balmy atmosphere 
of his love which we breathe, and which is life-sustaining to 
the believing soul. 


3f. TF. Jacobus^ D.JD. 
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“PeistaltiesI” quarrel not with the old phraseology, good 
reader; attend rather to the thing it means. The word was 
heard of old, with a right solemn meaning attached to it, 
from theological pulpits and such places, and may still be 
heard there, with a half-meaning, or with no meaning, 
though it has become rather obsolete to modern ears. But 
the thing should not have fallen obsolete; the thing is a 
grand and solemn truth, expressive of a silent law of 
heaven, which continues forever valid, 

Carlyle, 

The popular arguments against endless punishment are 
unsatisfactory as a sure ground of hope. 

J?. S, Dabney,^ D,D, 


No revelation has lifted the veil between time and eter- 
nity; but in shadowy figures we are warned that a very 
marked distinction will be made between the good and the 
bad in the next world. 

Jeremiah S, £lack 

Ik the transformation of opinion which is imperceptibly 
affecting all our conceptions of the future state, and in the 
perplexities and doubts which this transformation excites, 
the idea that comes with the most solid force and abiding 
comfort to the foreground, is the belief that the whole of 
our human existence is an education — not merely, as Bishop 
Butler said, a probation for the future — but an education 
which will reach into the future. 

The possibilities that overcame the impossibilities in our 
actual experience, show us that there may be yet greater 
possibilities which shall overcome the yet more formidable 
impossibilities lying beyond our experiences, beyond our 
sight, beyond the last great change of all. Through all 
these changes, and toward that unseen goal, in the words of 
Burke, “ Zet us pass on— for God^s sake, let us pass on I ” 

Zean Stanley. 
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There being in man a sense of right and wrong, religion 
becomes a most potent influence, because it announces a 
judgment bar before which all must stand. It completes 
the theory of virtue and vice, by reminding the soul that it 
is daily approaching a final rendering of its accounts. 

Demid Swing. 

If the sinner persists in rejecting Christ, the ruin of his 
soul will be his own work. He has been placed upon an 
infinitely beneficent system of trial. He has been taught 
his dependence upon God — a dependence not only of weak- 
ness upon strength, but of guilt upon mercy; he has been 
instructed in all that God has held him accountable for. 
Everything that he has known of God has assumed the form 
of a dissuasion from sin; his own experience in this troubled 
life has generated countless motives to obedience; his wan- 
dering steps have been thronged by guarding spirits; but 
for his guilt, his conscience alone would have been an ever- 
present song of God’s love to him; and if he has had faith- 
ful Christian training, the disclosures of redemption have 
opened upon him the most intense system of allurements to 
personal holiness; the cross of Christ has blocked his way 
to destruction more impassably than by a flaming sword; 
his history has been one long struggle against obstacles to 
the suicide of his soul — ^yet silently, darkly, willfully, he 
has turned away from the pleading, weeping, restraining 
Christ, and hurried over and through all obstructions to the 
world of woe. 

Austin Phelps.^ D. D. 

Let star- wheels and angel- wings, with their holy win nowings, 
Keep beside you all your way, 

Lest in passion you should dash, with a blind and heavy 
crash. 

Up against the thick-bossed shield of God’s judgment in 
the field. 


Mrs>f JE. B. Browning. 
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We grow wrong ; we allow ourselves to crystallize in 
habits that imply a loss of a desire to be holy ; and at last, 
having made up our minds not to love predominately what 
God loves, and hate what he hates, we are amazed that we 
have not blessedness. But the universe is not amazed. 
The nature of things is but another name for the divine na- 
ture. God would not be God if there could be blessedness 
without holiness. 

Joseph Cook. 

The same old baffling questions ! 0 my friend; 

I cannot answer them. In vain I send 
My soul into the dark, where never burn 
The lamps of science, nor the natural light 
Of Reason’s sun and stars ! I cannot learn 
Their great and solemn meanings, nor discern 
The awful secrets of the eyes which turn 
Evermore on us through the day and night, 

With silent challenge, and a dumb demand. 

Proffering the riddles of the dread unknown, 

Like the calm Sphinxes v;ith their eyes of stone, 
Questioning the centuries from their veils of sand, 

1 have no answer for myself or thee, 

Save that I learned at my mother’s knee: 

“ All is of God that is, and is to be. 

And God is good ! ” Let this suffice us still, 

Resting in childlike trust upon his will, 

Who moveth his great ends unthwarted by the ill. 

Whittier. 

You say, preach away; tell us something more of this 
Fruitless Fig Tree. I cannot, I dare not. The parable 
stops here and I must stop too. You want to know more. 
There is no more. You would like to know the future for- 
tune of this Fruitless Fig Tree. But you cannot know it, 
you must not know it, you shall not know it. Wise, right- 
eous, eloquent silence! I dare not twist another thread 
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about tha lash. I dare not throw another sheaf i^on the 
cart lest I break 'it down. Wise, righteous, eloquent si- 
lence! What wisdom in what Christ says, but oh! what 
power, what pathos, and what tenderness in what he does 
not say. Suppose he had told you all. Suppose he had 
given you the future fortune of this Fruitless Fig Tree. 
Suppose he had told you the plea was refused, that God 
would not hear the intercessor. Then down you would 
have sunk in black despair. Farewell earth, farewell 
Heaven, farewell grace of Jesus, farewell influence of the 
Holy Spirit, farewell ministry of angels, communion of 
saints, sacraments of peace in Heaven; a long, a sad fare- 
well! My day of grace is over, iny hour of mercy past, I 
am left behind, a Fruitless Fig Tree! 

Rev. Alexander B. Jack. 

Or, suppose on the other hand, he had told you the plea 
was granted, that this tree became a Fruitful Fig Tree. 
Then what would have happened? I know what would 
have happened. Those of 5’'ou who have presumed so long 
would have continued presuming still. Those of you who, 
in spite of God’s mercy, have been neglecting religion for 
weeks, and months, and years, would have neglected it to 
your dying day. Always the iron under the hammer of 
God’s wrath. Always the ice under the shining of God’s 
gracious promises, I might have tolled the knell. I might 
have darkened the scene with frequent funerals. Still, you 
would have said that knell is not for me. That gloomy 
procession is not for me. Therefore I thank my Saviour 
that he has told us nothing more of this Fruitless Fig Tree. 
I thank my Saviour that I stand here to-night with the same 
uncertainty imprinted on ray forehead as is also impressed 
on yours. Wise, righteous, eloquent silence! It is power, 
it jis wisdom, it is mercy that closes the parable at such a 
point as this. May God induce you to bethink yourselves 
for Jesus Christ’s sake! 


Rev. Alexander B. Jack. 
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You think that one hour buries another, but it is not so. 
You think that you have parted forever from the things 
which have passed bj you. Ko, you have not. There is 
much of your life that you think has gone, which you shall 
never part from. It has stepped behind you, and there it 
waits. That which you have done is with you to-day; and 
that which you are doing will be with you to-morrow. 
When the mason carries up the wall, the course of the brick 
which he laid yesterday is the foundation on which he is 
laying another course to-day; and all that you do to-day on 
the structure which you are building-, will remain as a basis 
for that which you do to-morrow. 

Beecher, 

Perhaps it may have been little thought of, in the days 
of careless and thoughtless and thankless unconcern, which 
you have spent hitherto ; but I call upon you to think of it 
now ; to lay it seriously to heart, and no longer to delay 
when the high waters of death and judgments and eternity 
are thus set so evidently before you, and the tidings where- 
with I am charged — the blood lieth upon your own head, 
and not upon mine, if you will not listen to them. The ob- 
ject of my coming among you is to let you know what more 
things are to come ; it is to carry you beyond the regions 
of sight and sense, to the regions of faith, and to assure you 
in the name of Him who cannot lie, that as sure as the hour 
for the laying the body in the grave comes, so sixrely will 
also come the hour of the spirit returning to Him who gave 
it. Yes, the day of the final reckoning will come, and the 
appearance of the Son of God in heaven, and his mighty 
angels around him, will come, and the opening of the books 
will come, and the standing of men of all generations before 
the judgment seat will come, and the solemn passing of 
that sentence which is to fix your destiny for eternity, will 


come. 


Ghahyiers. 
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There is one thing in the wide universe which is really 
valuable, and that is — character. By this I mean a confi- 
dence in the bosoms of those who know you, that you have 
the power, the capacity, and the disposition to confer hap- 
piness on others. This, of course, will include a power 
over yourself, so that you can govern and restrain your own 
wishes, and thus take care of yourself ; and it will imply 
that you have the power, and have the disposition to exer- 
cise that power, to do good to others. It is that that makes 
the character of the Divine Being so perfect, so exalted, 
and so worthy of homage and of admiration. A good 
heart, benevolent feelings, and a balanced mind lie at the 
foundation of character. Other things may be deemed for- 
tuitous; they may come and go; but character is that which 
lives and abides, and is admired long after its possessor has 
left the earth, the theater on which it was displayed. 

Johyi Todd, 

Moments there are in life — alas, how few ! — 

When, casting cold, prudential doubts aside 
We take a generous impulse for our guide, 

And, following promptly what the heart thinks best, 
Commit to Providence the rest; 

Sure that no after-reckoning will arise 
Of shame or sorrow, for the heart is wise. 

And happy they who thus in faith obey 
Their better nature; err sometimes they may, 

And some sad thoughts lie heavy in the breast, 

Such as by hope deceived are left behind ; 

But like a shadow these will pass away 
From the pure sunshine of the peaceful mind. 

Southey. 

The shaping our own life is our own work. It is a thing 
of beauty, it is a thing of shame — as we ourselves make it. 

Ware. 


7 
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Manhood will come, and old age will come, and the dy- 
ing bed will come, and the very last look you shall ever 
have on your acquaintances will come, and the time w^hen 
you are stretched a lifeless corpse before the eyes of weep- 
ing relatives will come, and the coffin that is to enclose you 
will come, and that hour when the company assemble to 
carry you to the church-yard will come, and the minute 
when you are put down into the grave will come, and the 
throwing in of the loose dirt into the narrow house where 
you are laid, and the spreading of the green sod over it, — 
all, all, will come on every living creature who now speaks, 
and the people who now listen wdll be carried to their long 
homes, and make room for another generation. Now all 
this you know must and will happen. Your common sense 
and common experience serve to convince you of it. 

Chalmers, 

There are parts of our life we do not like to think about. 
When we are suddenly reminded of them, we call, “ Wine!” 
We turn aside a little to some one and say, Play something.” 
There is a time when wine and music shall have lost their, 
power of enchantment, and we shall be turned right round 
— forced to look at the past ! O, sirs I it is then that we 
shall have no little quibbling, wretched questions to put 
about Christ’s cross and Christ’s atonement. When we see 
life from that point, and feel the bitterness and torment of 
sin, we shall then know that the Lamb of Grod never shed 
one drop too much of His blood, never suffered one pang 
too many, for the sins of the world. We shall not be critics 
then, pedants then, little technical inquirers then. We 
shall feel that the cross, and that alone, can go right into 
our life, with the answer to our difficulties, and the balm for 
our wound and sorrow. 

Joseph Parker, 

Too late I loved thee! O thou Beauty of Ancient days, 
yet ever new! Too late I loved thee! 
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The work proceeds without intermission; aiitl ail that ' 
has been done is the under->tructure for that which is to be 
done. Young man and maiden, take heed how you build. 
That which you are doing, the work which you are perform- 
ing, you do not leave behind you because you forget it. It 
passes away from you apparently, but it does not pass away 
from you in reality. Every stroke, every single element 
abides, and there is nothing that grows so fast as character. 
There is nothing that men think so little of, as character, al- 
though there is nothing that so belongs to their immortality, 
and that is so incomparable in importance, as character. 

Beecher. 


XI. 

SIGIXAL LIGHTS. 

CONTINUED. 

Lockhabt, I may have but a minute to speak to you. 
My dear, be a good man; be virtuous; be religious; be a 
good man; nothing else will give you any comfort when 
you come to lie here. 

Walter Scott. 

DeA-PBR in his last book tries to prove that the progress 
and civilization of the world are due to the expansive force 
of the human intellect, retarded and impeded by the de- 
pressive and compressive influence of religious faith. But 
supposing that religious systems are wholly human, they, 
too, are scientific products of the human mind, the result of 
its expansive force; and to laud science and to de])ree -«te 
religion, is to extol intellect in one direction and belittle it 
in another, which is absurd. 

iY. Y. Stm. 
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The man who believes that there is no God, no immortal- 
ity, and that when he dies he will melt into the earth, to be 
seen no more, like the snow-fiake sinking in the ocean, cer- 
tainly wants one of the most powerful stimulants to intel- 
lectual and moral advancement. 

Senator 0, P. Morton. 

The supernatural in this Jesus is the best hope of the 
world; it is the only hope. He is the place where earth 
blends with heaven, that line where sea and sky meet. He 
is the only miracle we need, but the need of him is infinite. 
Our public morals, our intellectual development, our pri- 
vate friendships, our sad partings here, our measureless love 
of life, all ask that Jesus Christ may always stand before 
mankind as the emblem of a supernatural, blessed shore. 

David Swing. 

Across a chasm of eighteen hundred years Jesus Christ 
makes a demand which is beyond ail others difficult to sat- 
isfy: He asks that for which a philosopher may often seek 
in vain at the hands of his friends, or a father of his chil- 
dren, or a bride of her spouse, or a man of his brother: He 
asks for the human heart: He will have it entirely to Him- 
self: He demands it unconditionally; and forthwith His 
demand is granted. Wonderful! In defiance of time and 
space, the soul of man, with all its powers and faculties? 
becomes an annexation to the empire of Christ. All who 
sincerely believe in Him experience that remarkable super- 
natural love towards him. This phenomenon is unaccount- 
able; it is altogether beyond the scope of man’s creative 
power. Time, the great destroyer, is powerless to extin- 
guish this sacred flame: time can neither exhaust its 
strength nor put a limit to its range. This it is which 
strikes me most. I have often thought of it. This it is 
which proves to me quite convincingly the Divinity of Jesus 
Christ. 


Napoleon, 
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To- DAT . the great question that is stirring men’s hearts 
to their very depths is, Who is this Jesus Christ? His life 
is becoming to us a new life, as if we had never seen a word 
of it. There is round about us an influence so strange, so 
penetrating, so subtle, yet so mighty, that we are obliged 
to ask the great heaving world of time to be silent for a 
while, that we may see just what we are and where we are. 
That influence is the life of Jesus Christ. We cannot get 
clear of it ; we hear it in the tones of joy; we feel it stealing 
across the darkness of sorrow ; we see it where we least ex- 
pect it. Even men who have traveled farthest from it seem 
only to have come round to it again ; and while they have 
been undervaluing the inner worth of Jesus Christ, they 
have actually been living on the virtues Wjhich came out of 
his garments here. 

Joseph Parker. 

SciEN’CE, if true to itself, must come back to a personal 
God, as the best solution of a universe in which there is 
thought. Literature must acknowledge that Christ and an 
immortal life furnish the noblest iand the most sustained in- 
spiration. The peculiar influences of Christianity are nec- 
essary as a counterpoise against the temptations which are 
incident to modern lif3. Wealth was never more attractive 
and tempting than now. Luxury was never so various and 
so refined in its ministrations and appliances. Genius for 
science, art, or letters, was never so potent over cultivated 
minds. In short, man as an individual, and in organized 
masses, was never so strongly tempted to worship himself 
and to deny his Creator, to rely upon the inspirations of his 
own being, whether scientific, imaginative, or ethical, and to 
dispense with the Christ, of whom it has been said, it is true 
that before him every knee shall bow. No influence short 
of the living God and the redeeming Son of God can possi- 
bly hold an individual or a generation against the in-rush- 
ing tide of these insidious influences. 


Noah Porter. 
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Whateyeb maybe the surprises of the future, Jesus 
Christ will never be surpassed. His worship will grow 
young without ceasing; his legend will call forth tears with- 
out end; his sufferings will melt the noblest heart; all ages 
will proclaim that, among the sons of men, there is none 
born greater than Jesus. 

Ernest Eenan. 

If I were called to point out the most alarming sins of 
to-day, those which are most deceitful in their influence, and 
most soul-destroying in their ultimate efiPects, I would not 
mention drunkenness, with all its fearful havoc, nor gam- 
bling, with its crazed victims, nor harlotry, with its hell- 
ish orgies; but the love of money on the part of men, and 
the love of display on the part of women. While open vice 
sends its thousands, these fashionable and favored indulgen- 
ces send their tens of thousands to perdition. They sear 
the conscience, inerust the soul with an impenetrable sludl 
of worldliness, debauch the affections from every high and 
heavenly object, and make man or woman the worshiper 
of self. While doing all this the poor victim is allowed by 
public opinion to think himself or herself a Christian, while 
the drunkard, the gambler and prostitute are not deceived 
by such a thought for a moment. 

Howard Crosby,^ JDH. 

The church in debt feels that prudence demands that the 
worldly rich should be gathered, both small and great, into 
the church. These men are counseled, placed in positions 
of trust, elected to office; and how often arc men of wealth 
and influence in the world, and without religion, allowed to 
determine the question and say who is to feed the flock of 
Christ? Their opinions are preferred to those of the chil- 
dren of God, simply to secure their aid in supporting the 
man of their choosing. How many pulpits are to-day 
spiked by the devil in this very way? 


Sylmnus Stall. 
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There are few people who will not be benefited by pon- 
dering over the morals of shopping. 


Beecher. 


Wealth has now all the respect paid to it which is due 
only to virtue and to talent, but we can see what estimate God 
places upon it, since he often bestows it upon the meanest 
and most unworthy of all his creatures. 


JDean Sic if L 


Wealth in our country must long be, and properly is, a 
great measure of force; and by force I mean character, 
talent, activity and mental leverage. But in heaven’s name 
let us know it for what it is, and not for what it is not; most 
of all, let us avoid that particular fallacy which sees in 
wealth the essence, and not the provocative of refinement* 

Donald G, Mitchell. 


No one who is a lover of riches, or a lover of pleasure, or 
a lover of glory, can at the same time be a lover of men. 

• JEpictetm. 

Our greatest danger now in this country is corporative 
wealth. 

Wendell JPhillips. 


Let us learn to be content with what we have, with the 
place we have in life. Let us get rid of our false estimates, 
let us throw down the god Money from its pedestal, trample 
that senseless idol under foot, set up all the higher ideals — a 
neat home, vines of our own planting, a few books full of 
the inspiration of genius, a few friends worthy of being 
loved, and able to love us in turn ; a hundred innocent 
pleasures that bring no pain or remorse, a devotion to the 
right that will never swerve, a simple religion empty of all 
bigotry, full of trust and hope and love, and to such a phil- 
osophy this world will give up all the joy it has. 

Damd Swing. 
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If a man’s mind be thoroughly ali^e, he cannot be con- 
tent with good health, good revenue and good dwelling. 
There are heart- achings and out-goings which waste the 
life, which cannot be soothed or appeased by bread alone. 
On the one hand you will find sad hearts surrounded by the 
highest personal and social advantages, and on the other 
you will find hearts glad with unspeakable joy in spite of 
circumstances the most untoward and harrassing. It is, 
therefore, in the opinion of Christian thinkers, a superficial 
and mocking theory of human happiness which concerns it- 
self mainly with circumstances. What is wanted is a prin- 
ciple which will put all accidental conditions in their right 
place, and persistently remind man that ‘‘the life is more 
than bread,” and that apparent failure may be real success. 

Joseph Parker* 

There are necessities in our hearts which nothing human 
can supply; passions which nothing human can either sat- 
isfy or control; powers which nothing human can either ad- 
equately excite or occupy; and oh, there are sorrows, deep 
sorrows, which will not be assuaged; wounds which, if the 
balm that is in Gilead cannot heal, must fester forevermore; 
sins, far beyond the reach of all skill but that of the Great 
Physician of souls. 

Robert J, Breckinridge-^ 

Communism possesses a language which every people can 
understand. Its elements are hunger, envy and death. 

Heinrich Heine- 


If you divorce capital and labor, capital is hoarded and 
labor starves. 


Daniel Webster* 


What is a communist ? One who has yearnings 
for equal division of unequal earnings. 


Elliott, 
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Eveey day that I live I become less ^nd less desirous of 
great wealth : but every day makes me more sensible of the 
importance of a competence. Without a competence it is 
not easy for a public man to be honest : it is almost impos- 
sible for him to be thought so. 

Macaulay* 

Peopeett is the product of labor. It must be hewed out 
of the forest, plowed out of the field, blasted out of the 
mine, pounded out of the anvil, wrought out in the factory 
and furnace. Labor is at the bottom of it all; and the na- 
tion in which labor is the best cherished and cared for, must 
be the richest and most prosperous. Capital and labor are 
mutual allies. 


When vanished is this vapor we call life, 

And all the storms that vex us disappear — 

Sorrow’s sharp thorn, the weary wheel of strife, 

And all the miseries we feel or fear — 

When of the “day far spent” a night is born, 

Before there dawns a day that knows no night, 

Shall we who see the glory of such a morn — 

Shall we recall, upon that dazzling height, 

One touch of this wild warfare of the earth ? 

The wounds that scarred us, or the tears we wept. 
The sin that so beset us from our birth. 

The woes, the wrongs, the cares that never slept ? 

Or will there be a gap betwixt that time 
And this eternity that numbs the sense. 

As after sudden ceasing of some chime 

A lengthened pause makes rest the more intense? 
Forbear to question, 0 mine idle thought! 

Where were our faith, if all were come to sight ! 
“Avoid vain babblings” — ^thus much we are taught. 
’Twere vain to breathe them, yet 1 long for light. 

A. T.L. 
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On the whole, there are much sadder ages than the early 
ones; not sadder in a noble and deep way, but in a dim, 
wearied way — the way of ennui, and jaded intellect, and un- 
comfortableness of soul and body. Not that we are without 
festivity, but festivity more or less forced, mistaken, embit- 
tered, incomplete, not of the heart; and the profoundest 
reason of this darkness of heart is, I believe, our want of 
faith. 

Bushin. 


Let me not die before I’ve done for Thee 
Some earthly work, whatever it may be; 

Call me not hence with mission unfulfilled. 

Let me not leave my space of ground un tilled; 
Impress this truth upon me, that not one 
Can do my portion that I leave undone. 

For each one in Thy vineyard hath a spot 
.To labor in for life, and weary not. 

Then give me strength all faithfully to toil, 
Converting barren earth to fruitful soil. 

I long to be an instrument of Thine, 

To gather worshipers unto Thy shrine; 

To be the means one human soul to save 
From the dark terrors of a hopeless grave. 

Yet most I want a spirit of content, 

To work where’er Thou’lt wish my labor spent, 
Whether at home or in a stranger clime, 

In days of joy, or sorrow’s sterner time. 

I want a spirit passive, to lie still, 

And by Thy power to do Thy holy will. 

And when the prayer unto my lips doth rise, 
Before a new home doth my soul s\irprise, 

“ Let me accomplish some great work for Thee,’^ 
Subdue it, Lord; let my petition be, 

‘‘Oh! make me useful in this world of Thine, 

In ways according to Thy will, not mine. 
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Let me not leave my space of ground uiitilled, 
Call me not hence with mission unfulfilled. 

Let me not die before IVe done for Thee 
My earthly work, whatever that may be.” 


Church of the living God! in 'vain thv foes 
Make thee, in impious mirth, their laughing stock, 
Contemn thy strength, thy radiant beauty mock; 

In vain their threats and impotent their blows — 
Satan’s assault — Hell’s agonizing throes! 

For thou art built upon th’ Eternal Rock, 

Norfear’st the thunder storm, the earthquake shock, 
And nothing shall disturb thy calm repose. 

All human combinations change and die, 

What’er their origin, form, design ; 

But firmer than the pillars of the sky, 

Thou standest ever by a power Divine; 

Thou art endowed with immortality. 

And can’st not perish — God’s own life is thine! 

^ Wm. Lloyd Garnson. 


XII. 

SIGNAL LIGHTS. 

CONTINUED. 


Envy is the yoke-fellow of eminence. 

L'upper, 

As there can be no jealousy without regard, so envy 
cannot exist in perfection without a secret esteem of the 
person envied. 
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Base envy withers at another’s joy, 

And hates the excellence it cannot reach. 

Thompson, 


Slander is the solace of malignity. 


Joubert, 


We cannot control the evil tongues of others, but a gooc 
life enables us to despise them. 


Cato. 


Nice distinctions are troublesome. It is so much easie] 
to say that a thing is black, than to discriminate the partic' 
ular shade of brown, blue, or green, to which it really be^ 
longs. It is so much easier to make up your mind tha 
your neighbor is good for nothing, than to enter into all the 
circumstances that would oblige you to modify that opinion 

George Eliot. 

To apply to others in charity the knowledge one has usee 
against oneself in judgment — this is the hard thing. 

TF. H. Malloch. 


There are calumnies against which even innocence loses 
courage. 


Napoleon. 


To persevere in one’s duty and to be silent, is the firsi 
answer to calumny. 


Washington. 


There is nobody so weak of invention that cannot make 
some little stories to vilify his enemy. 


Addison. 


When one has learned to seek the honor that cometh 
from God only, he will take the withholding of the honor 
that comes from man very quietly indeed. 

George McDonald. 
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W^HOEYER has a good work to do must 
tongue ran as it pleases. 


let the devlFs 
Luther, 


W BETS’ a man readily gives ear to a slander, he betrays 
fellow-feeling with the malice whence it sprang. 

Calvert, 


A LARGE charity is the growth of years, the last result 
of many trials. 


Stopford A, Brooke, 


W HEK a man is at the foot of the hill in his fortunes, he 
may stay a long while there in spite of professional accom- 
plishment. 

George Eliot, 


Censtire and criticism never hurt anybody. If false, 
they cannot harm you, unless you are wanting in char- 
acter; and if true, they show a man his weak points, and 
forewarn him against failure and trouble. 

Gladstone, 


Ie there should spring up in any hospital a disposition 
of criticism, and men with fevers should gibe men with 
dropsies, and men with dropsies should revenge themselves 
by pointing over to men with ulcers and sores, it would 
fitly represent the harsh judgment of men upon each other. 

Beecher, 


Experience tells us that each man most keenly and un- 
erringly detects in others the vice with which he is most 
familiar himself. 

F, W, Bolertson. 


Be not hasty to disprove every aspersion that is cast on 
you. Let them alone for a while, and, like mud on your 
clothes, they will rub off of themselves. 

Bev. Dr, Murray, 
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It is impossible for human purity not to betray to an eye 
sharpened by malignity, some stains which lay concealed 
and unregarded when none thought it their interest to dis- 
cover them; nor can the most circumspect attention or 
steady rectitude escape blame from censors, who have no 
inclination to approve. 

JohnsoTi^s Rambler. 


Malice has a keen scent for blemishes. 

Pitnshon. 


My worst enemies are more valuable to me than my best 
friends. 


Licther. 


Beyond all doubt, the worst of our enemies are those 
which we carry about in our own hearts. 


Tholuoh. 


Those who get through the world without enemies are 
commonly of three classes — the supple, the adroit, and the 
phlegmatic. The leaden rule surmounts obstacles by yield- 
ing to them; the oiled wheel escapes friction; the cotton 
sack escapes damage by its impenetrable elasticity. 

Whately. 


What a man’s enemies say ought not to be taken as evi- 
dence. 


Olive Logan. 


The wise man always shows himself on the side of his 
assailants. It is more to his interest than it is to theirs to 
find out his weak points; the wound cicatrizes and falls off 
from him like the deer-skin, and when they would triumph, 
lo! he has passed on invulnerable. So long as all is said 
against me, I feel a certain assurance of success; but as 
soon as honeyed words of praise are spoken for me, I feel 
as one lying unprotected before his enemies. 


Lmerson. 
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A MAN can bear 

A world’s contempt, when he has that within 
Which says he’s worthy. 

Alexander Smith, 

The world can pry out everything about us which it has a 
mind to know. But there is this consolation, which men 
will never accept in their own cases, that the world does n’t 
care. 

Thackeray, 

Within a few years past it has become the fashion to 
pounce down upon every public man against whom a breath 
of suspicion is emitted, and treat him as a criminal, without 
permitting him the poor privilege of being heard. It is 
enough if somebody suspects him. He must be a criminal 
or he would not be charged with criminality! In the juris- 
prudence which guides this class of journalists, every pub- 
lic man is to be considered guilty, until he proves himself 
innocent, and even then he has to undergo a long quaran- 
tine, as having come from a suspected port. 

The Nation, 

That assasination by the slow poison of calumny, secretly 
infused into every vein of the society in which the calumi- 
nated character moves and is known, — that is the basest 
and vilest form of assassination. It has every degree of 
cowardice, every amount of malice, every wickedness of 
purpose, and every mischief of result. 

TF. J/. Evarts. 

It is well, may be so, to bear losses. 

And to bend and bow down to the rod. 

If the scarlet-red bars and the crosses 
Be but rounds up the ladder to God, 

But this mocking of men! Ah! that enters 
The marrow ! 


Joaqiim Ililler. 
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A GREAT deal depends upon a man’s courage when he is 
slandered and traduced. Weak men are crushed by de- 
traction, but the brave hold on and succeed. 

H, S. Stevens. 


Yet nerve thy spirit to the proof, 

And blanch not at thy chosen lot; 

The timid good may stand aloof, 

The sage may frown, yet faint thou not, 

Nor heed the shaft too surely cast, 

The foul and hissing bolt of scorn; 

For with thy side shall dwell at last 
The victory of endurance born. 

Bryant, 

It was the exprobation of Athens that she suffered those 
men to die in exile, ignominy and oblivion, that with virtu- 
ous endeavors had raised her up on the pillars of her fame. 
Miltiades, Aristides, Solon, Phocion — where lived they? 
Where lie they? 

Thomas AcUuns, 

Well-nerved and stout be the arm that smite th wrong, 
and sharp and swift the censure following knowledge of 
guilt; but that eagerness to condemn, so noticeable in 
some; that evil construction put on acts whose motive is 
unknown; that merciless remembrance, which treasureth 
up the minutest past delinquency, forgetful of after worth 
and probable repentance; that whispering suspiciousness, 
quick and pronged as a serpent’s tongue — its prototype; 
that bigotry and assumption of superior sanctity; that hard, 
unfeminine punctiliousness which spurns the erring, and 
denies the possibility of cleansing to the stained; that 
clutching of stones to pelt one form of sin by hands not 
stainless of other forms — ^this is what I deplore; this is 
what I arraign as un-Christlike. 

Rev. W. M. H. Murray, 
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Fling forth a lie among the crowd. 

Let but the gossips vouch ’tis true; 

Then innocence may buy her shroud 
And guilt walk forth in garments new. 


Let every man be occupied, and occupied in the highest 
employment of which his nature is capable, and die with 
the consciousness that he has done his best 

Sidney Smith* 

An idle word may be seemingly harmless in its utter- 
ance, but let it be fanned by passion, let it be fed with the 
fuel of misconception, of evil intention, of prejudice, and ^ 
it will soon grow into a sweeping fire, that will melt the 
chains of human friendship, that will burn to ashes many 
cherished hopes, and blacken more fair names than one. 

Chas* A. Dickey^ DJD* 

If you have gentle words and looks, my friends, 

To spare for me — if you have tears to shed 

That I have suffered — keep them not, I pray. 

Until I hear not, see not, being dead. 

If you have flowers to give — fair lily- buds. 

White roses, daisies, meadow-stars, that be 

Mine own dear namesakes — ^let them smile and make 
The air, while yet I breathe it, sweet for me. 

For loving looks, though fraught with tenderness 
And kindly tears, though they fall thick and fast. 

And words of praise, alas ! can naught avail 
To lift the shadows from a life that’s past. 

And rarest blossoms — what can they suffice. 

Offered to one who can no longer gaze 

Upon their beauty ? Flowers on coffins laid 
Impart no sweetness to departed days. 

Sunday Magazine* 
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Throw dirt enough, and^some will stick. 

Archbishop Whately, 

Will but not stain, 

Johy% Henry Newman, 

Goon name in man and woman, dear mj lord. 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls ; 

Who steals my purse steals trash; ’tis something, nothing : 
’Twas mine, His his, and has been slave to thousands; 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 

JShaJcespeare, 

You may get through the world, but ’t will be very slow 
If you listen to all that is said as you go; 

You ’ll be worried and fretted and kept in a stew. 

For meddlesome tongues will have something to do — 
For people will talk. 

If quiet and modest, you’ll have it presumed 
That your humble position is only assumed; 

You ’re a wolf in sheep’s clothing, or else you ’re a fool; 
But don’t get excited; keep perfectly cool — 

For people will talk. 

If generous and noble, they’ll vent out their spleen; 
You’ll hear some loud hints that you are selfish and 
mean; 

If upright, honest and fair as the day, 

They’ll call you a rogue in a sly, sneaking way — 

For people will talk. 

And then, if you show the least boldness of heart, 

Or a slight inclination to take your own part. 

They will call you an upstart, conceited and vain; 

But keep straight ahead, don’t stop to explain— 

For people will talk. 
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If you dress in the fashion, don’t think to escape, 

For they ’li criticise then in a different shape; 

You’re ahead of your means, or your tailor’s unpaid; 

But mind your own business, there’s naught to be made — 
For people will talk. 

Now the best way to do is do as you please; 

For your mind, if you have one, will then be at ease; 

Of course you will meet with all sorts of abuse; 

But don’t think to stop, then; it ain’t any use — 

For people will talk. 

Washington Capitol. 

Not even a word may be uttered; a nervous shrug, a 
significant look, an enforced silence, may do the fiendish 
work, and the fair fame of your more righteous neighbor is 
blackened, and a heart far nobler than your own, it may 
be, is forever crushed. 

F. W. Mohertson. 

The worst things are the perversions of good things. 
Abused intellectual gifts make the dangerous villain; abused 
sensibilities make the accomplished tempter; abused affec- 
tions engender the keenest of all misery. 

McCosh. 

I WILL tell you what to hate. Hate hypocrisy, hate cant, 
hate intolerance, oppression, injustice; hate pharisaism; hate 
them as Christ hated them, with a deep, living, godlike hatred. 

F. W. Mobertson. 

There is a creature who ought to share with the clerical 
cheat the abuse of the people. I mean the clerical jester. 
He lays his hands on all sacred things. He is full of Bible 
jests, and he talks about the Bible with jests that have come 
down from generation to generation. The principles which, 
if they mean anything, mean life and death to the soul, he 
turns into material for jest. 


Phillips BrooJcs. 
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Always think the best of a man. To think the worst is 
the sure mark of a mean spirit and a base soul. 

Lord BoUngbroJce. 


Among all the vices which it is necessary to subdue in 
order to build up the human character, there is none to be 
compared, in strength or in virulence, with that of impurity. 
It can outlive and kill a thousand virtu 3s; it can corrupt 
the most generous heart; it can madden the sternest intel- 
lect; it can debase the loftiest imagination. But besides 
being so poisonous to character, it is, above all others, the 
most difficult to conquer. 

and Beviews. 


The essential guilt of suicide is unbelief— despair of 
God’s love and goodness. 

F. W. Bohertson. 


I COULD not waste myself. I had to make my own way 
in the world. Young men, if you intend to win, you must 
work. There is no easier road. How I escaped the pitfalls 
set for the feet of such untaught boys as I was can only be 
explained one way. In it all the thought of my mother 
and her prayers had to my heart the force of a guardian 
angel’s care. 

Gov. St. John. 

It is the quiet worker that succeeds. No one can do 
his best, or even do well, in the midst of badinage or worry 
or nagging. Therefore, if you work, work as cheerily as 
you can. If you do not work, do not put even a. straw in 
the way of others. There are rocks and pebbles and holes 
and plenty of obstructions. It is the pleasant word, the 
hearty word, that helps, and a man who has these at his 
command is sure to be a helper to others in the highway of 
life, along which so many are travelers. 
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Oh, my brethren, this self-confident, this hurrying, un- 
ripe, aspiring character which makes nothing of meditation; 
this boldness without strength and ardor without depth — let 
us bring it to the touchstone of our perfect Lord, and see 
how His character rebukes it. 

JEJx- President WooUet^^ 

Ah, there be souls none understand; 

Like clouds, they cannot touch the land, 

Drive as they may o’er field or town; 

Then we look wise at this, and frown, 

And we cry “Fool! ” and cry “Take hold 
Of earth, and fashion gods of gold.” 

Call these not fools; the test of worth 
Is not the hold you have of earth; 

Lo, there be gentlest souls, sea-blown, 

That know not any harbor known; 

And it may be the reason is 
They touch on fairer shore than this. 

Joaquin Mill&r. 

God bless the cheerful people — man, woman or child, old or 
young, illiterate or educated, handsome or homely. Over 
and above every other social trait stands cheerfulness- 
What the sun is to nature, what God is to the stricken 
heart which knows how to lean upon Him, are cheerful per- 
sons in the house and by the wayside. They go unobtru- 
sively, unconsciously about their silent mission, brightening 
up society around them, with happiness beaming from their 
faces. We love to sit near them. We love the nature of 
their eye, the tone of their voice. Little children find them 
out, oh ! so quickly, amid the densest crowd, and passing 
by the knitted brow and compressed lip, glide near, and 
laying a confiding little hand on their knee, lift their clear 
young eyes to those loving faces. 


A. A. Willits^ D.P. 
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Thboitghoxjt the entire word of God, we are taught the 
sacred duty of being happy. Be happy, cheerful, rejoice- 
ful as we can, we cannot go beyond the spirit of the Gospel, 
though we may go beyond the requirements of Calvin and 
Pascal. To the devout but narrow school of Christians, 
‘‘ the free and princely heart of innocence” may seem strange 
and forbidden, but not so to David or Paul. Not so to 
Christ, who, though “ a man of sorrows and acquainted with 
grief,” was happy and “ rejoiced in spirit.” 

Demi Stanley. 

The rarest attainment is to grow old happily and grace- 
fully. 

X. M. Child. 

Some murmur when their sky is clear 
And wholly bright to view, 

If one small speck of dark appear 
In their great heaven of blue; 

And some with thankful love are fill’a 
If but one streak of light — 

One ray of God’s good mercy — gild 
The darkness of their night. 

In palaces are hearts that ask, 

In discontent and pride, 

Why life is such a dreary task, 

And all good things denied ? 

And hearts in poorest huts admire 
How love has, in their aid — 

Love that not evor seems to tire — 

Such rich provision made. ^ 

Archhishop TS'eneh. 

God smiled when he put humor into the human disposi- 
tion and said, “ That is good I ” 


Beecher. 
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Kixd lookSj kind words, kind acts and warm hand- 
shakes — these are secondary means of grace, when men are 
in trouble and are fighting their unseen battles. 

John Hall^ D.Z). 

Build thee more stately mansions, 0 my soul, 

As the swift seasons roll ! 

Leave thy low- vaulted past ! 

Let each new temple, nobler than the last, 

Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast, 

Till thou at length art free, 

Leaving thine outgrown shell by life’s unresting sea ! 

Holmes. 

God can and does render sinners happy in spite of their 
sins, for Christ’s sake, remitting to them its penalty, while 
its power is only partially broken, fostering them, and re- 
joicing over them until their restoration to spiritual health 
be complete. Anything that turns the sinner’s regard in- 
ward on himself as a ground of hope, instead of bidding 
him look to Christ, must plunge him into despair, and de- 
spair is the portal of death. 

Charles Hodge^ B.J). 

But when we in our viciousness grow hard, 

. . . . the wise gods seal our eyes; 

In our own slime drop our clear judgments, make us 
Adore our errors; laugh at us, while we strut 
To our confusion. 

ShaJcespeare. 

For your own sakes, brethren, for God’s sake, let your 
thought rise. Bid it, force it to rise. Think of the face of 
Jesus, of your future home in heaven, of the loved ones who 
have gone before you. Think of all that has ever cheered, 
quickened, braced you. In such thoughts, to such thoughts, 
Jesus will assuredly and increasingly reveal himself. 

Liddoii — to the Btiide^its of Oxford. 
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Eyen this vein of laughing, as I could produce out of 
grave authors, hath oftentimes a strong and sinewy force in 
teaching and confuting. 

Milton, 

■ It is one of the heaviest penalties of wrong thinking and 
of wrong living, that they blur, if they do not obliterate, the 
very perception of good and evil. 

Mary Clemmer. 

Patience and strength are what we need ; an earnest use 
of what we have now; and ail the time an earnest discon- 
tent until we come to what we ought to be. 

JPhilU^s Brooks. 


XIIL 

SIGNAL LIGHTS. 

CONCLUDED. 

Count that day lost whose low, descending sun, 
Views from thy hand no worthy action done. 


The earth is fringed and carpeted, not with forests, but 
with grasses. Only see that you have enough of little vir- 
tues and common fidelities, and you need not mourn because 
you are neither a renowned hero nor a saint. 


Do what thou dost as if the stake were heaven, 

And that thy last deed ere the judgment day. 

Kingsley. 

One day thou wilt be blest, ’ 

So still obey the guiding hand that fends 
Thee safely through these wonders for sweet ends. 

Keats, 
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Opposition’ may become sweet to a man when he has 
christened it persecution. 


George Eliot. 


Habits are soon assumed, but when we strive 
To strip them off, ’tis being flayed alive. 

Gowper. 


Choose that which is best, and custom will make it most 
agreeable. 


J. W. Scotty D.I). 


A MAN has no more right to say an uncivil thing than to 
act one. 


Dr. Samuel Johnson. 


This world is a solemn fact; we are in it, passing through 
it. Let us try to understand its mysteries; let us think 
much of its responsibilities; let us ponder the thoughts of 
the inquiring minds of all ages; let us prize all the light 
we have from man, from God, so that we may be guided 
aright amid its perils and changing experiences. 

Alexander Eeed^ D.D. 


I HAYE warred with you, I have been your enemy, but 
now, when war is over, we speak the same language, wor- 
ship the same God — and let us be friends. 

George the III. to John Adams. 


We figure to ourselves 
The thing we like, and then we build it up 
As chance will have it, on the rock or sand; 

For thought is tired of wandering o’er the world, 
And home-bound fancy runs her bark ashore. 

Henry Taylor. 

A man’s best things are nearest him — 

Lie close about his feet. 


Richard Moncton Milnes. 
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Lean not on one mind constantly, 

Lest where one stood before, two fall; 

Somethinp^ hath God to say to thee 
Worth hearing from the lips of all. 

Oioen IFeredith. 

I THOUGHT ten thousand swords must have leaped from 
their scabbards to avenge even a look that threatened her 
[Marie Antoinette] with insult. But the age of chivalry is 
gone. 

Bxivhe^ on the French ItevoliiUon, 

Thebe is no transaction which offers stronger temptations 
to fallacy and sophistication, than epistolary intercourse. 

Ft. Samuel Johmon. 

Twentt Christians can fight heroically, where one can 
suffer greatly, and be strong and still. 

Theo. L. Cuylex\ D.F. 

Good has but one enemy, the evil; but the evil has two- 
enemies, the good and itself. 

Julius 3Iiiller. 


The wicked would be too well off if their evil deeds came 
to an end. 


Socrates. 


History proves that although woman, swayed by lofty 
impulses, approaches the angels, yet when yielding to a 
master-passion, she is capable of a refinement of wicked- 
ness which men never attain. 

3facaulay. 

A WOMAN is naturally as differen t from a man as a flower 
from a tree; she has more beauty and more fragrance, but 
less strength; she will be fitted for the rough and thorny 
walk of the masculine professions when she has got a rough 
beard, a brazen front, and hard skin, but no sooner. 

Pro/. J. S. Blachie. 
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So far from wishing to give votes to worneoj I would fain 
take them away from most men. 


Himkkh 


The heights by great men reached and kept 
Were not attained by sudden flight, 

But they, while their companions slept. 

Were toiling upward in the night. 

Lonrffellow, 

Men always have strength given them to carry out their 
convictions; they have not strength given them to carry out 
their aspirations. Do not complain that, because you can- 
not live up to your aspirations, you cannot live up to prin- 
ciples; that because your ideal vanishes on contact with 
the necessities of daily existence, therefore it is impossible 
to act on conviction. 


Leave the young hearts to nature and to God. 

Leave the young tendrils wheim they will to twine; 
Where violets blossom, and white snowdrops nod, 

Fall April dews, where April’s sunlights shine; 
Gathered the ripened corn, if yet some ears 
Are left for faltering hand and patient care; 

But for the darlings of decaying years, 

Leave them alone in all save love and prayer. 

All the Year Round, 

Theee is no sadness so unutterable as that which comes 
of the self-destruction of our youthful prophecies; of the 
change of exultation, as years go on, into slothfulness and 
depression. It is a terrible thing to look back, an outworn 
man, upon the past and be ashamed of your early inspira- 
tion; to see our bright-haired youth go by us like a phan- 
tom, and to hide our face and cry, ‘‘That is what I was — 
what might I not have been ? ” 


Stopford A. BrooJce, 
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WoMEK who can reign 
publics. 


in monarchies ought to vote in re- 
G, F, Train. 


Tbije to the promise of thy far-off youth, 

When all who loved thee, for thee prophesied 
A grand, full life, devoted to the truth, 

A noble cause by suffering sanctified- 
True to all beauties of the poet thought 
Which made thy youth so eloquent and sweet; 

True to all duties which thy manhood brought 
To take the room of fancies light and fleet. 

True to the steadfast walk and narrow way, 

Which thy forefathers of the covenant trod I 
True to thy friend in foul or sunny day, 

True to thy home, thy country and thy God ! 

True to the world, which still is false to thee, 

And true to all — as thou art true to me. 

All the Year Round. 

We cannot say to any young man : “ Do not play billiards 
— it is wrong to do so;” because we have no warrant to 
make such a statement. No one has. To affirm that to be 
wrong, which is not in itself wrong, which may be practised 
with the most perfect innocence, with the most warrantable 
enjoyment, is a dogmatism of the worst kind which can 
only breed that moral confusion in the minds of the young, 
which is a direct parent of vice. Whenever the moral 
vision is clouded and sees only in a maze, there is no secu- 
rity for right principle or consistent conduct. We do not 
venture to say this, therefore ; but we venture to say to 
every young man : ‘‘It is not good for you to indulge much 
in such an amusement. You can only do this at the expense 
of higher considerations. Many other amusements are bet- 
ter, more healthful in themselves, and more free from dan- 
gerous associations.” 


Tulloch. 
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How beautiful is youth! how bright it gleams 
With its illusions, aspirations, dreamsi 
Book of beginning, story without end, 

Each maid a heroine, and each man a friend! 
Aladdin’s Lamp, and Fortunatus’ Purse 
That holds the treasures of the universe! 

Ail possibilities are in its hands, 

No danger daunts it, and no foe withstands; 

In its sublime audacity of faith, 

^Be thou removed!’ it to the mountain saith, 

And with ambitious feet, secure and proud^ 

Ascends the ladder leaning on the cloud. 

Longfellow. 


Why are we so impatient of delay, 

Longing forever for the time to be? 

For this we live to-morrow in to-day. 

Yea, sad to-morrow we may never see. 

We are too hasty; are not reconciled 
To let kind nature do her work alone; 

We plant our seed, and like a foolish child 
We dig it up to see if it has grown. 

The good that is to be we covet now, 

We cannot wait for the appointed hour; 

Before the fruit is ripe we shake the bough, 
And seize the bud that folds away the flower. 

When midnight darkness reigns we do not see 
That the sad night is mother of the morn ; 

We cannot think our own sharp agony 
May be the birth pang of a joy unborn. 

Into the dust we see our idols cast. 

And cry that death hath triumphed, life is void! 

We do not trust the promise, that the last 
Of all our enemies shall be destroyed! 
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With rest almost in sight the spirit faints. 

And heart and flesh grow weary at the last; 

Our feet would walk the city of the saints. 

Even before the silent gate is passed. 

Teach us to wait until Thou shalt appear — 

To know that all Thy ways and times are just ; 

Thou seest that we do believe, and fear, 

Lord, make us also to believe and trust! 

Phebe Gary. 

The benefits of college training are five-fold: it gives a 
general survey of the broad fields of knowledge; it gives 
mental discipline; it excites, by rivalry, to exertion; it 
brings the student in contact with minds of the greatest 
culture and strength, representative minds, specialists, lead- 
ers, masters in every department of human thought; and it 
inspires a man to continued study. 

P. H. Vincent^ D,T). 

There are two little words in our language which I al- 

O O 

ways admired — Try and Trust You know not what you 
can or cannot effect until you try; and if you make your 
trials in the exercise of trust in God, mountains of imagin- 
ary difficulties will vanish as you approach them, and facili- 
ties will be afforded which you never anticipated. 

Samuel Smiles. 

It is said that at the battle of Shiloh, an Indiana colonel, 
seeing his regiment was becoming confused and demoral- 
ized, and was firing at random, ordered his men to fall into 
line, put ^them through a regular drill, and thus restored 
their aim and steadiness in battle. And so must we do in 
the battle of life. When pressed upon and confused by the 
noise and tumult of the conflict, we must return again to 
the simplest duties, and steady our hearts by humblest trust 
and hope in God. 


George G. Mechnan^ Z>.2>. 
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Steengtiiej^' the basis of the school system before yon 
increase the superstructure. Teach fewer things, but teach 
them so they will be absolutely known. Make the course 
of study more compact and manageable; postpone the ac- 
complishments; banish even science and drawing, and first 
give the child what will be essential for the practical busi- 
ness of life, and a basis for self-improvement. 

Whitelaw Reid. 

Froebeltsm,” or the Kindergarten system of education, 
starts with the idea that in the school-room there is nothing 
so valuable as the child himself. The child is more than all 
the books than all the furniture. The child is the product 
of God, and there can be nothing better. It can see what 
the telescope and microscope never can see. We can only 
unfold the child’s mind according to the laws of nature. 
We mar it if we attempt to push it. It is this fact that the 
present system of education overlooks. The “ cramming ” 
process is unscientific because it ignores the laws of devel- 
opment. 

J. BiUinger^ D,l}. 

The great end of education is not information, but per- 
sonal vigor and character. What makes the practical man 
is not the well-informed man, but the alert, disciplined, self- 
commanded man. There have been highly trained and ac- 
complished men in days when a knowledge of geography 
hardly went beyond the islands and mainland of the Levant. 
There were powerful English writers long before Lindley 
Murray wrote his Latinized English grammar. What 
should be understood thoroughly is, that cramming is nob 
education. It is a mistake to cover too much ground, and 
to seek to make youth conversant simply with the largest 
number of studies. Let them learn a few things and learn 
them well. Let the personal influence of the teacher be 
relied upon rather than books and elaborated methods. 

Philadelphia Press. 
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Health is nerve, and nerve is man. The whole man- 
hood lies in the brain and nerve system. Besides that, there 
is nothing but animal; and whatever sucks it dry, whatever 
fevers it and whatever tends to carry it beyond the point of 
sober health, makes trouble where there is no trouble ; and 
makes trouble more burdensome; and makes burdens heavier; 
and disqualifies men for bearing things that are real troubles. 

JBeeche7\ 

A COLLEGIATE education has this distinction and privilege: 
it is systematic education, education systematically contrived 
with a view to bring out and cultivate in the best manner 
all the faculties, neither neglecting any nor "exaggerating 
any. Provided it does this effectively, it accomplishes so 
far as it goes, the great purpose of a general and prepara- 
tory equipment. Here, then, is a sufficient answer to [the 
shallow but popular objection that many things studied in 
colleges, have no direct bearing in after life. 

Theodore Woolsey. 

Nearly one hundred years ago, there was a day of re- 
markable gloom and darkness, still known as the Dark Day 
— a day when the light of the sun was slowly extinguished 
as if by an eclipse. The Legislature of Connecticut was in 
session, and as the members saw the unexpected and unac- 
countable darkness coming on, they shared in the general 
awe and terror. It was supposed by many that the last day, 
the day of judgment had come. Some one, in the conster- 
nation of the hour, moved an adjournment. Then there 
arose an old Puritan legislator, Davenport Stanford, who 
said that if the last day had come he desired to be found at 
his post of duty, and therefore moved that candles be 
.brought so that the House could proceed with its business. 
So, my son, when in the conflict of life the cloud and the 
darkness come, stand unflinchingly by your post; remain 
faithful to the discharge of your duty. 

Gen, Robert E. Lee. 
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Woe to the nation that leaves the education of its young 
to the professional teacher. 

Miss Mary F. Fastman. 

A MASTERPIECE excites no sudden enthusiasm ; it must be 
studied much and long before it is fully comprehended; we 
must grow up to it, for it will not descend to us. Its iniu- 
ence is less sudden, more lasting. Its emphasis grows with 
familiarity. We never become disenchanted; w^e are more 
and more awe-struck at its infinite wealth. We discover no 
trick, for there is none to discover. Homer, Shakespeare, 
Raphael, Beethoven, Mozart, never storm the judgment; 
but once fairly in possession, they retain it with increasing 
influence. 

Lewes Life of Goethe^), 

The best thoughts of the day ought to be in the daily 
papers. They are the educators of the age. They reach 
everybody. We do not want to make them religious, for 
then only religious people would read them. We want 
them to be, as they now are, mirrors of the times. But we 
want to try and get before them, and get them to reflect, 
that which is noblest, and not that which is basest, — that 
which is purest and not that which is vilest, 

E, O. Bahb^ L.JD, 

Sunday papers are now like huge carts, going about 
through the streets of our cities during the week, gathering 
up all the moral garbage and filth they can find, whether 
from the city or country, to pour it out, garnished with all 
the pungency of low wit, and prurient fancy, and perverted 
genius, to the gaze of the young and the old. 

Pittsburgh Catholic. 

Cheap books are a necessity, and a necessity which need 
bring, moreover, no loss to either authors or publishers. 

Michel Levy. 


9 
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A MAN cannot choose his own life. He cannot say : “ I 
will take existence lightly, and keep out of the way of the 
wretched, mistaken, energetic creatures who fight so hearti- 
ly in the great battle.” He cannot say : “ I will stop in the 
tents while the strife is fought, and laugh at the fools who 
are trampled down in the useless struggle.” He cannot do 
this. He can only do, humbly and fearfully, that which the 
Maker who created him has appointed for him to do. If he 
has a battle to fight, let him fight it faithfully. But woe 
betide him if he skulks when his name is called in the 
mighty muster-roll! woe betide him if he hides in the tents 
when the tocsin summons him to the scene of war! 

Miss M. E, JBraddon. 

The power to converse well is a very great charm. You 
think anybody can talk ? How mistaken you are. Any- 
body can chatter. Anybody can exchange idle gossip. 
Anybody can recapitulate the troubles of the kitchen, the 
cost of the last new dress, and the probable doings of the 
neighbors. But to talk wisely, instructively, freshly and 
delightfully, is an immense acomplishment. It implies ex- 
ertion, observation, study of books and people, and recep- 
tivity of impression, 

Ituskin. 

The book-canvasser is a missionary of culture; his pro- 
spectus is more honorable than the sword. 

J. JD, 0^ Connor, 

The fierce confederate storm 
Of sorrow barricadoed evermore 
Within the walls of cities. 

Wordsworth, 


Christ should be the diamond in the bosom of every 
sermon. 

Thomas H, Bhinmr^ D.D. 
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Every calling is constantly making a silent, invisible 
draft on the talent and energy of the country, which is 
strong or weak in proportion to the attractiveness of the 
prizes which it offers, and men make up their minds whether 
to enter it or not at an age while choice is still free, and 
when ambition and hope are still free. They do not, how- 
ever, publish their reasons for going into any particular 
calling or put them on record anywhere 5 but everybody 
who knows young men knows what they are. Men begin- 
ning life do not ask for certainties, but they do ask for a 
fair chance of pecuniary ease and social consideration if the 
prospect of wealth be wanting ; and year by year and gen- 
eration to generation the ability of the community turns 
away from professions in which this chance is small. 

The JSTation. 


Remorse may disturb the slumbers of a man who is 
dabbling with his first experiences of wrong; and when the 
pleasure has been tasted and is gone, and nothing is left of 
the crime but the ruin which it has wrought, then too the 
furies take their seats upon the midnight pillow. But the 
meridian of evil is, for the most part, left unvexed; and 
when a man has chosen his road, he is left alone to follow it 
to the end. 

Froude. 

Hearts more or less, I suppose we have, but we keep 
them so close-cased and padlocked — we wear an outside so 
hard or dry — that little or none of the love that may be 
within escapes to gladden those around us. And so life 
passes without any of the sweetening to society that comes 
when affection is not only felt but expressed. And we are 
poorer, for love unexpressed brings no reward. The prin- 
ciple of the parable of the buried talent underlies this 
matter. 


Beecher. 
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Lookihg over the world on a broad scale, do we not find 
that public entertainments have very generally been the 
sops thrown out by the engrossing upper classes to keep the 
lower classes from inquiring too particularly into their 
rights, and to make them satisfied with a stone, when it was 
not quite convenient to give them bread ? Wherever there 
is a class that is to be made content to be plundered of its 
rights, there is an abundance of fiddling and dancing; and 
amusements, public and private, are in great requisition. 
It may also be set down, I think, as a general axiom, that 
people feel the need of amusements less and less, precisely 
in proportion as they have solid reasons for being happy. 

Harriet Beecher Stowe. 


XIY. 

PULPIT TOEOHES. 

That a man stand and speak of spiritual things to men! 
It is beautiful; even in its great obscuration and decadence, 
it is among the beautifullest, most touching objects one sees 
on the earth. This speaking man has indeed, in these 
times, wandered terribly from the point; has, alas, as it 
were, totally lost sight of the point! yet, at bottom, whom 
have we to compare with him? I wish he could find the 
point again, this speaking one, and stick to it with tenacity, 
with deadly energy, for there is need of him yet! 

Carlyle. 

Modern preaching has become, alas ! too often, a mere 
professional solemnity on the one hand, and a respectful 
non-attention on the other. 


ne'e. Dr. Hamilton. 
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It is the province of the preachers of Christianitj to de- 
velope the connection between this world and the next; to 
watch over the beginnings of a course which will endure 
forever, and to trace the broad shadows cast from imperisli- 
able realities on the shifting scenery of earth. 

N^. r. HeraUL 

■Without treasures of thought, without solid convictions, 
without a feeling of strength, with nothing but feverish 
haste and that poorest of gifts, the gift of words Mattering 
and belittling borrowed thoughts, some leap into the pulpit, 
as if it were heroic rather than foolhardy to take responsi- 
bilities to which they were not equal, as if a call consisted 
of hold desire. 

JEx-JPresident Woolsey, 

The sermon is now the true poppy of literature. 

Z>avid /Swing. 


Affectation is bad enough anywhere; in the pulpit it is 
intolerable, 

JEJdmburgh J^eview. 

If it has pleased God to save men by ‘‘ the foolishness of 
preaching, ” it has not been by choosing fools to be preachers. 

Gail Hamilton. 


Oh, it were a nobler triumph of the modern pulpit to see 
men of strong principles and self-controlling wisdom gath- 
ering round them the most boisterous elements of our social 
atmosphere, conducting the lightnings with which its dark- 
est thunder- clouds are charged, and showing to the nation 
they have saved that the preaching of the cross is still the 
power of God. 

Beecher. 


Reading sermons is official, pedantic, heartless. In 
speaking without notes there is earnestness, reality, power. 

Barker^ “Ad OlerumP 



134 


GOLDEN GLEAMS. 


And as a bird each fond endearment tries 
To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the skies, 

He tried each art, reproved each dull delay, 

Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Goldsmith. 

Preaching to the conscience appeals to the reason with- 
out falling into rationalism; to the fears without producing 
terrorism; to the feelings without falling into sentimental- 
ism; and arouses the intellect without leading to scholasti- 
cism. Man’s conscience when rightly touched is always on 
the side of truth. 

Princeton Reme%o. 

Harm is done by everything which tends to vulgarize re- 
ligion. Religion is the highest and most solemn concern of 
man. Anything like an adequate conception of God will 
inspire a religious assembly and a preacher with profound 
awe. Everything that savors of levity or flippancy in con- 
nection with this subject, ought to excite the deepest repug- 
nance. 

“ Tis pitiful ^ 

To court a grin when you should woo a smile.” 

The intrusion of low wit into the teaching of religion is 
unspeakably disgusting to a reverent mind. Namby- 
pamby songs may not be offensive in the same degree, but 
they are offensive. Whatever tends to abase the majesty 
of religion, and invest the word of God and the truths of the 
Gospel with mean and vulgar associations, is not only re- 
volting in itself but is baneful in its influence. How plain 
and simple are the teachings of Christ! A child can under- 
stand Plim. Yet the New Testament is in the highest style 
of thought. There is nothing low, nothing grotesque. 
What a divine seriousness and beauty belong to the beati- 
tudes, to the precepts of the Sermon on the Mount, to the 
parables of our Lord! 
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Send your audience away with a desire for, and an im- 
pulse towards, spiritual improvement, or your preaching will 
be a failure. Preach to the conscience. 

Goulhufn. 

Ip a minister can convince the people in the first five 
minutes that he only aims to save their souls, he will kill all 
the critics in the house. 

Charactee m a preacher is the very force in the bow 
that launches the arrow. It is the latent heat behind the 
words that gives them direction and projectile force. 

Z, M. Humphrey^ D.JD, 

The great reason why we have so little good preaching is 
that we have so little piety. To be eloquent one must be 
earnest; he must not only act as if he were in earnest, or 
try to be in earnesti — he must be in earnest, or he cannot be 
effective. 

J*. W, Alexander^ D.D. 

One word spoken in the pulpit when faith is strong and 
the heart is at peace with God, is worth a thousand words 
spoken in unbelief and sin. 

, Spurgeon. 

Oh, if every one could put his arms round one other one, 
and save him from perdition, it would be worth a lifetime of 
exertion. If you can lie down upon the bed of death, and 
ask, of what avail has been my living? and only one re- 
deemed by your agency, only one shall stand before you, 
only one upon whom you can fix your dying eyes, and feel, 
God has given me that as a seal to my ministry, oh it were 
enough ! It were enough, for the redemption of one human 
soul — when we consider what man is — worth all God’s ma- 
terial universe, is worth a lifetime of toil and self-denial to 
accomplish. 

tTohn JB. Gough. 
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PBEACHiisrG may be compared to lightning, of which it is 
said there are three kinds — the flash, the zig-zag and the 
slant. The flash looks brilliant, lights up the sky, and peo- 
ple gaze at it with wonder. The zig-zag is here, and there, 
and everywhere, darting from cloud to cloud without any 
apparent object or effect. But the slant sends the bolt 
right down to the earth, and rives the gnarled oak, and is 
mighty through God to the pulling down of strongholds. 

Enoch Eond^ D.I). 

Speak the truth; let it fall upon the hearts of men with 
all the imparted energy by which the spirit gives it power; 
but speak the truth in love. 

Jtiev. William Morley Punshon, 

Pack your sermons. Let your introduction be a rifle- 
shot at the theme. Jump ^t once in medias res and say 
your best things first, and be sure to stop when you get 
through. 

Wm. M. Paxton^ D.D. 

It is a common saying that religion has nothing to do 
with politics, and particularly there is a strong feeling cur- 
rent against all interference with politics by the ministers 
of religion. But to say that religion has nothing to do with 
politics, is to assert that which is simply false. It were as 
wise to say that the atmosphere has nothing to do with the 
principles of architecture. Religion is the vital air of every 
question. Directly, it determines nothing — indirectly, it 
conditions every problem that can arise. 

F. TP. Robertson, 

Wherever God erects a house of prayer, 

The devil always builds a chapel there; 

And Twill be found, upon examination, 

The latter has the largest congregation. 
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A MAK may cry church ! church ! at every word, 

With no more piety than other people; 

A daw’s not reckoned a religious bird 

Because it keeps a-cawing from the steeple. 

Mood 

The pulpit plagiarist ruins his style. He is one man 
one week, another man the next. He is South the first Sun- 
day of the month, Barrow the second ; the third, he roars 
with Spurgeon; the fourth, he adopts the conversational 
method of Newman Hall ; he opens the next month with 
Robertson, then assumes the glitter and elaborate style of 
Bascomb, then attempts the description of Simpson, and clo- 
ses with Beecher or Talmage. What personal style can he de- 
velop? What custom is he fitting to himself? None. He 
is a being of slabs, each from a separate quarry, and as di- 
verse as porphyry and gray free-stone. Sometimes he 
puts all these into one sermon. 

Itev, J. 3f, JBucJcley^ 

I AM sick of opinions. I weary to hear them. My 
soul loathes this frothy food. Give me solid and substantial 
religion. Give me an humble, gentle lover of God and 
man; a man full of mercy and good fruits, without partiality 
and Without hypocrisy;” a man laying himself out in the 
work of faith, the patience of hope, and the labor of love. 
Let my soul be with these Christians, wheresoever they are 
and whatsoever opinion they are of. 

John WesUy, 

Christ fits his ministers, through manifold experience of 
sorrow and pain, for the highest service. He writes their 
best sermons for them on their own hearts by the sharp 
stylus of trial. Such as he would make most eminent in 
his service, he takes farthest with him into Gethsemane. 

TT. M. Taylor, D.D. 
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There is an endless merit in a man’s knowing when to- 
have done. The stupidest man, if he will be brief in pro- 
portion, may fairly claim some hearing from us; he, too, the 
stupidest man, has seen something, heard something which 
is his own, distinctly peculiar, never seen or heard by any 
man in this world before; let him tell us that — he, brief in 
proportion, shall be welcome. 

Oarlyle. 

Ask you where the place of religious might is? Not the 
place of religious privileges — not where prayers are daily, 
and sacraments monthly — not where sermons are so abund- 
ant as to pall upon the pampered taste, but on the hillside 
with the Covenanter; in the wilderness with John the Bap- 
tist; in our own dependencies, where the liturgy is rarely 
heard and Christian friends meet at the end of months;, 
there, amid manifold disadvantages, when the soul is thrown 
upon itself, a few kindred spirits and God, grow up those 
heroes of faith, like the centurion, whose firm conviction 
wins admiration even from the Son of God himself. 

F, TF. Fohertso/h 

We want originality and authority in our preaching, and 
we can only get them by being deeply imbued with tho 
Scriptures. We must master their structure and meaning 
and must drink deep of their inspiration. And to be etfeot- 
ive in this age of the world, when mind is so active and 
men’s taste is so cultivated, our pulpit style must have the 
three great properties of plainness, beauty and force. 

Shedd. 

The preservation of the ministry in the face and in the 
midst of many trials, difficulties and discouragements, in the- 
midst of want, perplexity, hardship and sorrow, is one of 
the most convincing proofs of the divinity of the Christian 
religion. 


Gyrus Dickson^ D.I), 
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It is a fitting opportunity to advert to the fact that a re- 
vival of religion has at length come to express but one sin- 
gle idea. The only idea that phrase suggests to most miiitls, 
is the idea of increase of numbers. There are important 
consequences distinctly traceable to this error. It has 
created in many minds a sort ot mania for mere acquisition 
of numbers; it has created an artificial standard of Judg- 
ment as to the value or efficiency of ministerial work, and 
has produced a new class of men whose specialty is to 
tramp over the country for the exclusive object of getting 
up revivals. But the revivalist mania has about run its* 
course, as it has ceased to be sensational. The moral power 
and efficiency of the church is not always increased, but is 
often diminished by the accession of mere numbers. There 
is far greater need for a revival in quality^ than for one of 
mere quantity. 

Southwestern Presbyterian. 


A GENUINE revival means a trimming of personal lamps. 

Theo. L. Quyler. 


Elegance of language must give 
in preaching sound doctrine. 


way before simplicity 
Savonarola. 


It is the property of the religious spirit to be the most re- 
fining of all influences. No external advantages, no cul- 
ture of the taste, no habit of command, no association with 
the elegant, or even depth of affection, can bestow that del- 
icacy and that grandeur of bearing which belong only to 
the mind accustomed to celestial conversation. All else is 
but gilt and cosmetics beside this, as expressed in every 
look and gesture. 

Emerson. 


If you ever saw a crow with a king-bird after him, you 
will get an image of a dull speaker and a lively listener. 

Holmes. 



140 


GOLDEN GLEAMS. 


The listener is the natural enemy of the speaker. 

August PfdaulU 


It is our hearers who inspire us. 

’VineL 

A man’s call to the ministry consists in his ability to 
preach the Gospel and the willingness of the people to hear 
him. 

Stephen H. Tyng^ D.JD. 

It is a great deal better to live a holy life than to talk 
about it. We are told to let our light shine, and if it does 
we won’t need to tell anybody it does. The light will be 
its own witness. Light-houses don’t ring bells and fire 
cannon to call attention to their shining — they just shine. 

_Z>. L. Moody. 

The Sabbath-school is the church among the children, 
coming into closest contact with them, teaching them the 
Gospel and leading them to a personal knowledge of the 
Saviour. It is an adjunct of the church and family — not a 
substitute for either. 

Duryea. 

Go to work! Nothing is more salutary to the human 
soul than the direct work of saving men. Whatever your 
theory may be of this or that doctrine, there is man dying 
in his need, and there is a power which you may apply for 
his transformation. Therefore go to work upon men and 
with men. There is restorative influence in that work. I 
know that whatever doubts I may have, once let my heart 
and hand join together in working with men for their salva- 
tion, and my doubts disappear. The sweetest thought I 
ever had of God came to me in the act of laboring for my 
fellow-men. The most glorious views I ever had of man’s 
interior life and of essential divine truths were ministered 
to me when I was working for the salvation of others. 

Beecher. 
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Weary hmtian nature lays its head on the bosom of the 
divine Word, or it has nowhere to lay its head. Treiiibiers 
on the verge of the dark and terrible valley which parts 
the land of the living from the untried hereafter, take this 
hand of human tenderness, yet of godlike strength, or they 
totter into the gloom without stop or stay. They who look 
their last look upon the beloved dead, listen to this voice of 
soothing and peace, or else death is no uplifting of ever- 
lasting doors, and no enfolding in everlasting arms, but an 
ending as appalling to the reason as to the senses — the 
usher to a charnel-house — whose highest faculties and no- 
blest feelings lie crushed with the animal wreck, and an in- 
finite tragedy, maddening and sickening — a blackness of 
darkness forever. 

Reply to Essays and Revieics, 

I WOULD not for ten thousand worlds be that man, who, 
when God shall ask him at last how he has employed most 
of his time while he continued a minister of His Church 
and had the care of souls, shall be obliged to reply: Lord, 
I have restored many corrupted passages in the classics, 
and illustrated many which were before obscure; I have 
cleared up many intricacies in chronology or geography; 
I have solved many perplexed cases in algebra; I have re- 
fined on astronomical calculations, and left behind me many 
sheets on these curious and difficult subjects; aiid these are 
the employments in which my life has been worn out, while 
preparations for the pulpit and ministrations in it did not 
demand ray more immediate attention.” Oh, sirs ! as for 
the waters that are drawn from these springs, how sweetly 
soever they may taste to the curious mind that thirsts after 
them, or to an ambitious mind that thirsts for the applause 
they sometimes procure, I fear there is too often reason to 
pour them out before the Lord, with rivers of penitential 
tears, as the blood of souls which have bee i forgotten, 
whilst these trifles have been remembered and pursued. 

Doddridge. 
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As tilings stand at present, our creeds and confessions 
have become effete, and the Bible a dead letter; and that 
orthodoxy, which was at one time the glory, by "withering 
into the inert and lifeless, is now the shame and the reproach 
01 all our churches. 

Chalmers^ 

Events, with trumpet-call, summon us to our post, with 
every faculty awake, and every energy engaged. Amidst 
the din of business, of politics, of science, and of fashion; 
amidst the jests of laughers, the eloquence of orators, and 
the clamor of parties, the voice of the preacher will not be 
heard unless he speak loudly, nor listened to unless he speak 
earnestly; we shall gain no heed for our religion unless we 
put forth all our strength; it will be pushed aside, overborne, 
trampled down in the jostling crowd, if we do not put forth 
our mightiest energies to bear it up, and to make way for it 
through the strife and the theory of abounding secularities. 

J, A, James. 

Ltjther rebelled against the Pope in behalf of the min- 
istry; Wesley rebelled against the ministry in behalf of the 
laity. The Pauline Church made every saint a worker. 
This was soon perverted and corrupted by Rome, and though 
Luther and Wesley have done much, we are not out of the 
clutches of Rome yet Woman should have her voice in 
the church. All forces should be utilized, and every one 
should have a right to serve God, as the grace of God has 
made him able. 

Re'ct. W. iZi H. Murray. 

The men and women who deride the enthusiasm of a 
Christian heart, and hlfect to be cold and cynical as regards 
the rescue of a soul from death, are often the very ones 
who beggar the language in their raptures over some work 
of art, perhaps a ‘‘ consummate ” teacup or ‘‘ precious ” pic- 
ture. 


Sunday School Times. 
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To return thanks for the operation of the Spirit of God ia 
the conversion of sinners, is the most delightful part of a 
minister’s duty, 

Christmas JCmms. 

What is ministerial success? Crowded churches, full 
aisles, attentive congregations, the approval of the religious 
world, much impression produced ? Elijah thought so; and 
when he found out his mistake, and discovered that the ap- 
plause on Carmel subsided into hideous stillness, his heart 
weilnigh broke with disappointment. Ministerial success 
lies in altered lives and obedient, humble hearts; unseen 
work recognized in the judgment day. 

TF. Mohertson, 

Some people, judging from their reluctance to give a 
word of encouragement to their minister, seem to think it 
is better for him to die of depression than to run the risk 
of being inflated by a compliment. 

James M. Crowell^ D.D. 

Ah ! languid hand, safe in some scented glove, 

Drop that bright prayer-book; catch at rock and thorn; 
Give alms of bread — give truer alms of love — 

To other hands whose stains and scars you scorn ! 

Mrs, S. M, jB. Piatt 

The increasing exactions of the church and the world 
upon ministers, make it necessary that they should be espe- 
cially honored and supported. In culture, in piety, in earn- 
est, self-sacrificing work, as reformers, as teachers, as leaders 
of society, they are now more than ever required to be in the 
front. But they are often crippled if not paralyzed by un- 
just depreciation and by inadequate support. The church 
has never done its full duty to its clergy. It must learn to 
do so, or else be satisfied with a weak and inefficient 
ministry. 

% Pev* Lawrence M. Colfelt 



144 


GOLDEN- GLEAMS. 


I HAVE sought to counsel you in your perplexities, to 
comfort you in your troubles, to soothe you in your sick- 
nesses, and strengthen you amid your infirmities. I have 
knelt beside your beds of pain, commending you to the God 
of all comfort; and have read to you from His blessed Book 
the words that brought you strength and help. When your 
precious ones were leaving you, I have tried to help them 
as they went down into the dark valley; said the last words 
over their cold forms, and in the after desolation in your 
darkened chambers, seated beside you in the loneliness of 
your empty homes, have sought to assuage your sorrow with 
the comfort wherewith I myself, in like trouble, was com- 
forted of God. 

Thomas M. Markham^ D.D* 

Out of the pulpit I would be the same man I was in it, 
seeing and feeling the realities of the unseen; and in the 
pulpit I would be the same man I was out of it, taking facts 
as they are, and dealing with things as they show them- 
selves in the world. 

George McDonald. 

We know our place and our portion; to give a witness 
and to be condemned; to be ill-used and to succeed. Such 
is the law which God has annexed to the promulgation of 
the truth; its preachers suffer, but its cause prevails. 

Cardinal Newman. 

Afteb all, it is the utterance of personal conviction that 
serious men want. The shortest way of coming at men’s 
hearts, and sometimes the shortest way of coming at men’s 
heads, is to tell what you, personally willing to take the 
leap into the unseen, are depending upon. 

Joseph Cook. 

Clergymek while speaking in the pulpit have their own 
thoughts about certain toilets and faces down in the pews, 
and along with their arguments, that might seem to prove 
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the existence of heaven or hell, they cannot a¥oicl the re- 
flection that Mrs. Oleander has gotten a new shawl, or that 
Miss Columbine has returned from Europe or Long Branch; 
but the rules of public address demand that from this mul- 
tiplicity of ideas in the brain, a judicious selection should 
be made by the speaker, and that in his assumed discourse 
on some theological theme he must suppress Ms views about 
Mrs. Oleander and Miss Columbine. 

JJavid Swing, 


XV. 

WAIVH-FIEES. 

One there is who has silently advanced through time from 
the beginning. Bloody ages — brilliantly splendid epochs 
— are merely dissimilar chambers, through which he has 
advanced, silently, calmly, becoming more and more dis- 
tinct through the twilight veil, until he has reached the pe- 
riod on the threshold of which he now stands — contemplated 
by many with rapture, by many with fear. And if it is 
asked where is this form before whom thrones totter, crowns 
fall off, and earthly purples grow pale, the reply is — Man, 
man in his original Truth — man formed in the image of God. 

Frederika Bremer. 

What science calls the uniformity of nature, faith accepts 
as the fidelity of God. It is a wonderful sermon that 
science is all the while preaching to us from this text, “ God 
is faithful.” Let us lay to heart the lesson, and be thankful 
for the teaching that has brought it home to us with such 
power and impressiveness. 


10 


Martinecm. 
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Let there be no more, accursed races on the earth. Let 
every one act according to his conscience, and communicate 
freely with his God. Let thought be only corrected by the 
contradiction of thought. Let error be an infirmity, and 
not a crime. Let us agree in acknowledging that opinions 
sometimes take possession of our understanding quite inde- 
pendent of our will or desire. Let us be so just as to be 
enabled to see even to what degree each race has contribu- 
ted to the universal education of humanity. 

Castelar. 


Instiivct is a propensity prior to experience and inde- 
pendent of instruction. 

Paley. 


Goo, who keeps his word with the birds and fishes in 
their migratory instinct, will keep his word with man. 


Philosophy has sometimes forgotten God, as a great 
people never did. The scepticism of the last century could 
not uproot Christianity, because it lived in the hearts of the 
mi’ lions. Do you think that infidelity is S| reading? Christiani- 
ty never lived in the hearts of so many millions as at this mo- 
ment. The forms under which it is professed may decay, 
for they, like all that is the work of man’s hands, are sub- 
ject to the changes and chances of mortal being; but the 
spirit of truth is incorruptible; it may be developed, illus- 
trated and applied; it can never die; it never can decline. 
No truth can perish — ^no truth can pass away. The fiame is 
undying, though generations disappear. Wherever moral 
truth has started into being, humanity claims and guards 
the bequest. Each generation gathers together the imper- 
ishable children of the past, and increases them by the new 
sons of the light, alike radiant and immortal. 


Bancroft. 
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Ik the whole realm of nature there is never foiintl an un- 
answerable instinct. The insect knows where to deposit 
its eggs so that its oiSPspring, alone and iiDgiiicled bj paren- 
tal touch, may find its necessary food. The bee and the 
bird work by rules that never change or fail. If, in these 
minor forms of life, no calculation is disappointed, no pur- 
posed end unaccomplished, how much more shall this uni- 
versal human longing after immortality be answered in the 
final day? 

Alexander Ciark^ D.D. 

No candid observer will deny that whatever of good there 
may be in our American civilization is the product of Chris- 
tianity. Still less, can he deny that the grand motives which 
are working for the elevation and purification of our society 
are strictly Christian. The immense energies of the Chris- 
tian Church, stimulated by a love that shrinks from no ob- 
stacle, are all bent toward this great aim of universal purifi- 
cation. These millions of sermons and exhortations, which 
are a constant power for good, these countless prayers and 
songs of praise, on which the heavy-laden lift their hearts 
above the temptations and sorrows of the world, are all the 
product of faith in Jesus Christ. That which gives us pro- 
tection by day and by night — the dwellings we live in, the 
clothes we wear, the institutions of social order — all these are 
the direct offspring of Christianity. All that distinguishes 
us from the Fagan world — all that makes us what we are, 
and all that stimulates us in the task of making ourselves 
better than we are — is Christian. A belief in Jesus Christ 
is the very fountain-head of everything that is desirable 
and praiseworthy in our civilization, and this civilization is 
the flower of time. Humanity has reached its noblest thrift, 
its grandest altitudes of excellence, its high-water mark 
through the infiuence of this faith. 

Springfield Republican, 

Feee-lotb is the tidal wave of hell. 

John Chambers^ I), I). 
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Chbist was many ages in advance of the world, and in 
the effort to catch up with such a leader, the world is busy 
to-day, and will be busy for generations to come* Long is 
the distance to be passed over by mankind; but the result is 
worthy the long march. Each century will die a little 
nearer the feet of the Lord. 

Dmid Swing. 

The theological speculatists of Great Britain constitute a 
class of minds who have gone just far enough into German 
speculation to be da2zled by it, and not far enough to mas- 
ter it. 

Christlieb. 

Love would put a new face on this dreary old world in 
which we dwell as pagans and enemies too long; and it 
would warm the heart to see how fast the vain diplomacy 
of statesmen, the impotence of armies and navies and lines 
of defense, would be superseded by this unarmed child. 

Emerson, 

Maisty groans arise from dying ,men, which we hear not. 
Many cries are uttered by widows and fatherless children, 
which reach not our ears; many cheeks are wet with tears, 
and faces sad with unutterable grief, which we see not. 
Cruel tyranny is encouraged. The hands of robbers are 
strengthened, and thousands are kept in helpless slavery, 
who never injured us. 

John Woolman, 

Liberty! Equality! Fraternity! There is nothing to add, 
nothing to retrench. They are the three steps of the su- 
preme ladder. Liberty is right; equality is fact; fraternity 
is duty. All the man is there. 

Victor Hugo. 

Law is the embodiment of the moral sentiment of the 
people. 


Blackstom, 
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The sober second thought of the people is seldom wrong. 

Fresident Van Bureih 

I HAYE seen the sea lashed into fury and tossed into 
spray, and its grandeur moves the soul of the dullest man, 
but I remember that it is not the billows, but the calm level 
of the sea, from which all heights and depths are measured. 
When the storm has passed and the hour of calm settles on 
the ocean, when the sunlight bathes its smooth surface, then 
the astronomer and surveyor take the level from which to 
measure all terrestrial heights and depths. Gentlemen of 
the convention, your present temper may not mark the 
healthful pulse of our people when our enthusiasm has 
passed. When the emotions of this hour have subsided we 
shall find that calm level of public opinion below the storm, 
from which the thoughts of a mighty people are to be meas- 
ured, and by which their final action will be determined. 
Not here in this brilliant circle, where fifteen thousand men 
and women are assembled, is the destiny of the Republican 
party to be declared. Not here, where I see the faces of 
seven hundred and fifty-six delegates waiting to cast their 
votes in the urn and determine the choice of the republic, but 
by four million Republican firesides, where the thoughtful 
voters, with wives and children about them, with the calm 
thoughts inspired by the love of home and country, with the 
history of the past, the hopes of the future and a knowledge 
of the great men who have adorned and blessed our nation in 
days gone by, there God prepares the verdict that shall de- 
termine the wisdom of our work to-night. Not in Chicago, 
in the heats of June, but in the sober quiet that comes to 
them between now and November; in the silence of delib- 
erate judgment will the great question be settled. 

James A. Garfield. 

We live in this world only for the favorable opinions of 
the good and noble. How crushing it must be to occupy 
with them a position of ambiguous respect ! 

Coh E. K. Kane. 
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The plea of emotional insanity or transitory mania, or what- 
ever name may be given to the excuse, has become almost 
ridiculous. Our experiences in respect to this subject have 
led us to regard the present aspect which the insanity plea 
has assumed as repulsive to justice, and fatal to society. 
When it is not even pretended that a criminal is the unfor- 
tunate victim of congenital or hereditary insanity, yet he 
pleads moral irresponsibility simply because of bad habits, 
or ‘‘ criminal proclivities,” there are no grounds, in law or 
justice, shown for his immunity from punishment. Society, 
law, justice and common sense have been too often out- 
raged by the imbecile sentimentality which has recognized 
“ paroxysmal insanity. ” 

Judge Hoffman^ 1881 . 

Public opinion is the collective judgment of men upon 
any given event or action. It is the great unwritten law of 
society, a law which both advertises and enforces itself. It 
has never been codified, never been printed in type, never 
been filed for safe keeping in the archives of the state or 
nation, yet it is recognized and felt as a judicial force in so- 
ciety. It is the unwritten, common law of humanity, per- 
petuated by tradition, by memory, by the moral sense of 
each generation. It holds no court, yet its sitting is con- 
stant, Its court-room is the parlor, the study, the office, 
the street, the public assembly; wherever men and women 
meet to discuss and to converse. It has no official exis- 
tence, yet it is stronger than all your judges, stronger than 
your police, stronger than your rulers, stronger than your 
journals, which are controlled by, while they create and in- 
terpret it. 

Itev^ W. H. JET. Murray, 

Maist lives apart but not alone; 

He walks amid his peers unread; 

The best of thoughts that he hath known, 

For lack of listeners are never said. 

Jean Ingelow, 
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Public opinion employs no officers, yet it follows and 
captures men with unfailing certainty. It builds no pris- 
ons, it has need of none, for it makes the world a jail, and 
every man a detective, to watch and restrain the suspected 
person. Its sentence is final, except when reversed by new 
light and new proof. Public opinion is, therefore, when 
analyzed, the unwritten, common law of the soul ; the daily, 
unnoted exercise of the judicial element in human nature, 
which makes every man a judge. And it is right that man 
should judge. Society must discriminate between the evil 
and the good ; the line of moral rectitude must be kept 
white; a judicial standard must be acknowledged. When 
moral discriminations shall no longer be made, moral secu- 
rity will no longer be possible. 

TF. H. H. Murray. 

% 

The only way to clear the track of life is to leave no en- 
emy behind, nothing half apprehended, or half done. We 
Americans pride ourselves on our genius, on the fruitful- 
ness of our inventions, on the speed with which we travel 
and send our thoughts. We tunnel mountains; cover the 
States with a net- work of iron rails; fly streamers on mast- 
heads over all the lakes and rivers; stretch cables under- 
neath the seas; talk with men miles away; turn out profes- 
sionals at a fearful rate; seem to accomplish, do accomplish, 
an infinite variety of large results in strangely short inter- 
vals of time. But, after all, what we need especially to 
learn, is the gospel of thoroughnms. 

Be}}, Dr. TwitchelL 

No man ever sailed over exactly the same route that an- 
other sailed over before him. Every man who starts on the 
ocean of life arches his sails to an untried breeze. Like 
Coleridge’s mariner, “ he is the first that ever burst into 
that lonely sea.” 


William Mathews, 
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Peeciselt because the tyranny of opinion is such as to 
make eccentricity a reproach, it is desirable in order to 
break through that tyranny, that people should be eccen- 
tric. Eccentricity has always abounded when and where 
strength of character has abounded ; and the amount of 
eccentricity in a society has always been proportioned to 
the amount of genius, mental vigor and moral courage 
which it contained. That so few men now dare to be eccen- 
tric, marks the chief danger of the time. 

John Stuart Mill, 

It should be remembered that every loathsome inmate of 
penitentiaries and state prisons was once a gentle, inoffen- 
sive and prattling child; and that every criminal who has 
expiated his crimes upon the gallows,” was once pressed 
to a mother’s heart. Bad moral training and example trans- 
form endearing offspring into hardened men, who often, 
despite their brilliant talent, shock the world by the black- 
ness of their guilt and the audacity of their crimes. 

Enoch Wines^ D,I>, 

Bayard Taylor and the school he represents, hold that 
‘Hoc much stress has been laid by reformers on the moral 
and that what men now most need is cultured intellect 
and strong self-discipline and self-control.” This is the 
apotheosis of culture. A favorite maxim with this class of 
thinkers is, that “ the human intellect contains within itself 
the germs of goodness which will generally increase with 
its intellectual growth.” But this is contrary to all the 
facts of history and experience, and can find no footing in 
the divine word; for while Hellenism, the very flower of 
human culture, was conscienceless^ Hebraism and Chris- 
tianity taught the supremacy of conscience, and by appeal- 
ing to and educating man’s moral nature, have done more 
to elevate the world than all the acuteness of Greece, the 
power of Kome, or the polish of modern Europe. 
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Six' runs to passion: passion to tumult in character: and 
a tumultuous character tends to tempests and explosions, 
which scorn secrecies and disguises. Then the whole man 
comes to light. He sees himself, and others see him, as he 
is in God’s sight. Those solemn imperatives and their aw- 
ful responses: — ‘‘Thou shalt not” — “I will;” “Thou shall” 
— “ I will not ” — make up, then, all that the man knows of 
intercourse with God. This is sin, in the ultimate ancl fin- 
ished type of it. This is what it grows to in every sinner, 
if unchecked by the grace of God. Every man unre- 
deemed becomes a demon in eternity. 

Amtin Phelps^ D.D. 

Come, Howard, from the gloom of the prison and the 
taint of the lazar-house, and show us what philanthropy can 
do when imbued with the spirit of Jesus; come, Eliot, from 
the thick forest where the red man listens to the Word of 
Life; come, Penn, from thy sweet counsel and weaponless 
victory, and show us what Christian zeal and Christian love 
can accomplish with the rudest barbarians and the fiercest 
hearts. Come, Raikes, from thy labors with the ignorant 
and the poor, and show us with what an eye this faith re- 
gards the lowest and least of our race; and how diligently 
it labors — ^not for the body, not for the rank, but for the 
plastic soul that is to course the ages of immortality. And 
ye, who are a great number, ye nameless ones, who have done 
good in your narrow spheres, content to forego renown on 
earth, and seeking your reward in the record on high — come 
and tell us how kindly a spirit, how lofty a purpose, or how 
strong a courage the religion ye professed can breathe into 
the poor, the humble, and the weak. Go forth, then, Spirit 
of Christianity, to thy great work of P^orm ! The past 
bears witness to thee in the blood of thy martyrs, and the 
ashes of thy saints and heroes; the present is hopeful be- 
cause of thee ; the future shall acknowledge thy omnipo- 
tence. 


Ohapin. 



164 


GOLDEN GLEAMS. 


Lote thyself last; cherish thou hearts that hate thee; 

Corruption wins not more than honesty; 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not; 

Let all the ends thou aimest at be thy Country’s, 

Thy God’s and Truth’s; then, if thou fallest, 0 Cromwell! 

Thou fallest a blessed martyr. 

Shakespeare. 

All the rich treasures of the past are appropriated by 
Christianity — the moral culture of the Hebrew, the poetry 
and philosophy of Greece, the jurisprudence of Rome. All 
these, in so far as they are pure and good, are absorbed by 
Christianity, and ennobled and baptized by the Christian 
spirit. In Christian Europe, poetry, philosophy, science, 
flourish as they never flourished in any preceding age; 
and they lay their richest tribute at the feet of Christ, 
the Divine king of the world. 

Prof. Cocker. 

What! rest, ease here, in the ministry, or in Christian 
work? There is no rest here. Now is the time for battle, 
for work! Heaven will be our rest. Now is the time for 
steady, prayerful, unflinching work. 

Moody. 


XVL 

WATOH-FIEES. 

CONTINUED. 

The proposed religious amendment to the Constitution 
of the United States is unnecessary, impracticable and un- 
desirable. Christian law is the corner-stone of the govern- 
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ment. In its recognition of the Sabbath and its requirement 
of an oath 5 God and the supremacy of Christ are indirectly 
and inferentially recognized and honored by the Constitu- 
tion as it is; so that Christianity in its various coilnectioiis 
permeates the entire structure of the government, and is its 
underlying and informing spirit. Chaplains are appointed, 
fasts and thanksgivings are recommended, and one of the 
most beautiful features of the government is the quiet, un- 
ostentatious working through it of Christian ideas. 

JP. A, NohU, JD.D. 

Burk and destroy the idols of party you have wor- 
shiped; banish politics from the municipality and county, 
limiting it to questions alGfecting principles in the State and 
Nation; place competency and integrity at every part of 
the public service; adorn your courts with judges worthiest 
to wield the attributes of God; elect representatives that 
will reflect the majority of a free people; send to the sen- 
ate statesmen whom history will immortalize and nations 
make their models. Americans! the countless generations 
who will dwell within the confines of this continent from 
now to eternity confide their liberties to you. Uphold 
them, I implore you, with a patriotism that will never tire; 
guard them with a vigilance that will never sleep. 

Daniel DougherUj. 

I AM struck with the fact that Bismarck, the great states- 
man of Germany, probably the foremost man in Europe to- 
day, stated as an unquestioned principle, that the support, 
the defense and the propagation of the Christian Gospel is 
the central object of the German Government, Our fa- 
thers, though recognizing, in common with Germany and 
other Christian nations of the earth, the supreme importance 
of religion among men, deliberately turned to the great 
nation they were about to establish, and said: “You shall 
never make any law about religion ; ” and turning to 
the States, they said, virtually, to them; “You shall 
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never make any law establishing any form of. religion.” In 
other words, here was a right, an interest, too precious to be 
trusted either to the Nation or to the States. Our fathers 
said : ‘^This highest of all human interests we will reserve 
to the people themselves. We will not delegate our power 
over it to any organized government. State or National. 
We will not allow any Legislature to make any law con- 
cerning it.” 

James A. Garfield. 

My countrymen ! this anniversary has gone by forever, 
and my task is done. While I have spoken the hour has 
passed from us; the hand has moved upon the dial, and the 
old century is dead ! The American Union hath endured 
an hundred years ! Here, on the threshold of the future, 
the voice of Humanity shall not plead to us in vain. There 
shall be darkness in the days to come, danger for our 
courage, temptation for our virtue, doubt for our faith, 
suffering for our fortitude, a thousand shall fall before us 
and tens of thousands at our right hand. The years shall 
pass beneath, and century-follow century in quick succes- 
sion. The generations of men shall come and go; the 
greatness of yesterday shall be forgotten to-day, and the 
glories of this noon shall vanish before to-morrow’s sun; but 
America shall not perish, but endure while the spirit of our 
fathers animates their sons. 

Henry Armitt Brown. 

That motionless shaft will be the most powerful of speak- 
ers. Its speech will be of civil and religious liberty. It 
will speak of patriotism and of courage. It will speak of 
the moral improvement and elevation of mankind. De- 
crepit age will lean against its base, and ingenuous youth 
gather round it, while they speak to each other of the glo- 
rious events with which it is connected, and exclaim, 
“ Thank God! I also am an American!” 


Daniel Webster* 
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It may be not unreasonably said that the preservation of 
the States and the maintenance of their governments are as 
much withih the design and care of the Constitution as the 
preservation of the Union and the maintenance of the Na- 
tional government. The Constitution in all its provisions 
looks to an indestructible Union, compmed of indestruct- 
ible States. 

Chief Justice Chase* 

My countrymen ! the moments are quickly passing, anti 
we stand like some traveler upon a lofty crag that separates 
two boundless seas. The century that is closing is com- 
plete. The past,” said your great statesman, ‘‘is secure.” 
It is finished and beyond our reach. The hand of detrac- 
tion cannot dim its glories, nor the tears of repentance wipe 
away its stains. Its good and evil, its joy and sorrow, its 
truth and falsehood, its honor and its shame, we cannot 
touch. Sigh for them, blush for them, weep for them, if we 
will, we cannot change them now. The old century is dy- 
ing and they are to be buried with him ; his history is fin- 
ished and they will stand upon ite roll forever. 

The century that is opening is all our own. The years 
that are before us are a virgin page. We can inscribe them 
as we will. The future of our country rests upon us. The 
happiness of posterity depends on us. The fate of human- 
ity may be in our hands. That pleading voice, choked with 
the sobs of ages, which has so often spoken to deaf ears, is 
lifted up to us. It asks us to be brave, benevolent, con- 
sistent, true to the teachings of our history, proving ‘‘ divine 
descent by worth divine.” It asks us to be virtuous, buikl- 
ing up public virtue upon private worth; seeking that 
righteousness which exalteth nations. It asks us to be pa- 
triotic, loving our country before all other things; making 
her happiness our happiness, her honors ours, her fame our 
own. It asks us in the name of Charity, in the name of 
Freedom, in the name of God! 


Henry Armitt Brown. 
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Wherever party spirit shall strain the ancient guaran- 
tees of freedom, or bigotry and ignorance shall lay their 
fatal hands upon education, or the arrogance of caste shall 
strike at equal rights, or corruption shall poison the very 
springs of national life — there, minute-men of liberty! are 
your Lexington Green and Concord Bridge, and as you 
love your country and your kind, and would have your chil- 
dren rise up and call you blessed, spare not the enemy! 
Over the hills, out of the earth, down from the clouds, pour 
in resistless might. Fire from every rock and tree, from door 
and window, from hearthstone and chamber, hang upon his 
flank and rear from noon to sunset, and so, through a land 
blazing with holy indignation, hurl the hordes of ignorance 
and corruption and injustice, back, back, in utter defeat 
and ruin. 

George William Curtis, 

She takes but to give again, 

As the sea returns the rivers in rain, 

And gathers the chosen of her seed 
From the hunted of every crown and creed. 

Her Germany dwells by a gentler Rhine ; 

Her Ireland sees the old sunburst shine ; 

Her France pursues some dream divine ; 

Her Norway keeps his mountain pine ; 

Her Italy waits by the western brine ; 

And, broad-based under all, 

Is planted England’s oaken-hearted mood, 

As rich in fortitude 

As e’er went worldward from the island wall. 

Fused in her candid light, 

To one strong race all races here unite ; 

Tongues melt in hers, hereditary foe men 
Forget their sword and slogan, kith and clan. 

’Twas glory once to be a Roman ; 

She makes it glory now to be a man. 

Bayard Taylor, 



WATCH-FIEES. 


159 


The land which freemen till, 

"Which sober-suited freedom chose ; 

A land where, girt with friends or foes, 

A man may speak the thing he will ; 

A land of settled government ; 

A land of free and old renown, 

Where freedom slowly settles down 
From precedent to precedent. 

Tennyson, 

FotTESCOEE and seven years ago, our fathers brought 
forth upon this continent a new nation, conceived in liberty, 
and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created 
equal. Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing 
whether that nation, or any nation so conceived, and so 
dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great battle- 
field of that war. We have come to dedicate a portion of 
that field as a final resting-place for those who here gave 
their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fit- 
ting and proper that we should do this. But in a larger 
sense we cannot dedicate, we cannot consecrate, we cannot 
hallow this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who 
struggled here, have consecrated it far above our power to 
add or detract. The world will little note, nor long re- 
member what we say here; but it can never forget what 
they did here. It is for us, the living, rather to be dedi- 
cated here to the unfinished work which they, who fought 
here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to 
be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us, 
that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to 
that cause, for which they gave the last full measure of de- 
votion; that we here resolve that these dead shall not have 
died in vain; that this nation, under Grod, shall have a new 
birth of freedom, and that government of the people, by the 
people, and for the people, shall not perish from the earth. 

Abraham Lincolni 

(Dedication of the Gettysburg Cemetery, Nov., 1863.) 
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Even from this brief review it is manifest that the na- 
tion is resolntely facing to the front, resolved to employ 
its best energies in developing the great possibilities of the 
future, sacredly preserving whatever has been gained to 
liberty and good government during the century. Our 
people are determined to leave behind them all those bit- 
ter controversies concerning things which have been irre- 
vocably settled, further discussion of which can only stir 
up strife and delay the onward march. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

It has been said that unsettled questions have no pity 
for the repose of nations- It should be said, with the ut- 
most emphasis, that this question of suffrage will never 
give repose or safety to the States or to the Nation, until 
each, within its own jurisdiction, makes and keeps the bal- 
lot free and pure by the strong sanctions of law. 

James A, Garfield. 

There can be no prosperity nor virtue nor glory in the 
aggregate when the individual is false to the higher dic- 
tates within him. By night, by day, at home, abroad, in 
the field, the mart, the workshop, the closet, the caucus, 
the legislative hall, the magistrate’s chair — let him remem- 
ber that, wherever he acts, whatever he does, he acts as a 
'comple-te moral agent, personally, directly responsible to 
God. Let him remember that he ever represents the state. 
Let him consider every public transaction in which he is 
engaged as a private affair, and to that end, in private af- 
fairs, let him at all hazards do right. Let a vile deed to 
which he has given the least countenance, no matter how 
remote in its operation from his immediate interests, tin- 
gle his cheek with shame, as if he had lost personal credit 
and respect thereby. Let the maxim that ‘ all is fair in 
politics’ sound as discordant to his ears as the maxim that 
‘all is fair in religion, ’ ‘all is fair in trade,’ ‘all is fair in 
any act of intercourse between man and man.’ Let him 
remember that no movement is so exclusively public as to 
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take awaj the force of individual responsibility ; that no 
multitude is so large as to absorb bis moral personality ; 
but there, in that public movement, there, in that hii|Te 
crowd, he stands as if he were standing alone in the uni- 
verse, spiritually naked, listening to the judgment of Grod 
and the beating of his own heart. 

What cordial welcomes greet the guest 
By the lone rivers of the West! 

How faith is kept and truth revered 
And man is loved and God is feared, 

In woodland homes, 

And where the ocean-border foams! 

There’s freedom at our gates, and rest 
For earth’s downtrodden and oppressed, 

A shelter for the hunted head, 

For the starved worker toil and bread; 

Power at thy bounds 
Stops and calls back his baffled hounds. 

Bryant. 

Oh, keep their memory green who led 
A suffering Nation’s hope forlorn ! 

What blows they gave I What blood they shed ! 

WTaat pangs their patience learned to scorn I 

The patriot saviors ! Swift they rose 
The primal rights of men to shield ; 

Their bleeding feet and tattered clothes, 

The unconquered, dauntless soul revealed. 

Remember valor’s piteous plight, 

In Valley Forge, the camp of prayer ; 

Mark wan hope’s agonizing night, 

Storm-mocked on frozen Delaware. 

My heart reveres a stately name, 

Which, bright and fadeless as a star, 

11 
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Shines lambent in the sky of fame. 

Above remembered clouds of war. 

The name of men’s ideal man, — 

Of heroes great the greatest one, — 

The world-praised, pure American, — 

Home- worshiped, godlike Washington. 

Still, as his birthday circles round, 

The people’s hearts foreknow the time ; 

Sound, loud, majestic music, sound ! 

And happy bells, rejoicing chime ! 

And let stem cannon jar the earth'; 

For it is meet their echoing boom 
Should celebrate our freedom’s birth, 

And re-pronounce oppression’s doom. 

W. S> Venable. 


What constitutes a state ? 

Not high-raised battlements or labored mound, 

Thick wall or moated gate ; 

Not cities proud with spires and turrets crowned; 

Not bays and broad-armed ports, 

Where, laughing at the storms, rich navies ride; 

Not starred and spangled courts, 

Where low-browed baseness wafts perfume to pride. 

No ; men, high-minded men, 

With powers as far above dull brutes endued, 

In forest, brake, or den, 

As beasts excel cold rocks and brambles rude— 

Men who their duties know, 

But know their rights, and knowing, dare maintain — 
Prevent the long aimed blow, 

And crush the tyrant while they rend the chain — 

These constitute a state; 

And sovereign law, that state’s collected will, 
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O’er thrones and globes elate 
Sits empress, crowning good, repressing ill, 

Smit by her sacred frown, 

The fiend, dissension, like a vapor sinks; 

And e’en the all-dazzling crown 
Hides its faint rays, and at her bidding shrinks. 

Such was this heaven-loved isle. 

Than Leslos fairer, and the Cretan shore ! 

No more shall freedom smile? 

Shall Britons languish, and be men no more f 
Since all must life resign, 

Those sweet rewards which decorate the brave 
’ Tis folly to decline, 

And steal inglorious to the silent grave, 

Str JFtiham Jones* 

Foe not in quiet English fields 

Are these, our brothers, Iain to rest, 

Where we might deck their broken shields 
With all the flowers the dead love best. 

For some are by the Delhi walls^ 

And many in the Afghan land, 

And many where the Ganges falls 

Through seven mouths of shifting sand. 

And some in Russian waters lie. 

And others in the seas which are 

The portals to the East, or by 

The wind-swept heights of Trafalgar. 

Where are the brave, the strong, the fleet? 

Where is our English chivalry? 

Wild grasses are their burial-sheet, 

And sobbing waves their threnody. 

And thou whose wounds are never healed, 

Whose weary race is never won; 

O Cromwell’s England! must thou yield 
For every inch of ground a son?. 
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Go! crown with thorns thy gold-crowned head; 

Change thy glad song to song of pain; 

Wind and wild wave have got thy dead, 

And will not yield them back again. 

Oscar Wilde. 


XVIL 

■WATOH-FIEES. 

COlSrCLUBEB. 

A CRITIC is now aware that his personal taste has no 
value, that he must set aside his temperament, inclinations, 
party and interests ; that, above all, his talent lies in sym- 
pathy, that his first essay in history should consist in put- 
ting himself in the place of the men whom he is desirous of 
judging, to enter into their instincts and habits, to espouse 
their sentiments, to re-think their thoughts, to reproduce 
within himself their inward condition, to represent to him- 
self minutely and substantially their surroundings, to fol- 
low in imagination the circumstances and the impres- 
sions which, added to their innate tendency, have deter- 
mined their actions and guided their lives. Such a course, 
in placing us at an artistic point of view, permits us better 
to comprehend them ; and as it is composed of analysis, 
it is, like every scientific operation, capable of verification 
and perfectibility. By following this method, we have 
been able to approve and disapprove of this or that artist, 
to condemn one and praise another part of the same work, 
to determine the nature of values, to point out progress or 
decline, to recognize periods of bloom or decay, not arbi- 
trarily, but according to a common criterion. 


Taine. 
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Let us not fall into tbe vulgar wbim and dishonor the 
century in which we live. Erasmus called the sixteenth 
century the ^‘excrement of times;’’ Bossuefe thus char- 
acterizes the seventeenth century : A time wicked and 
small Eousseau stigmatizes the eighteenth century in 
these terms : This great rottenness in which we live.’’ 
Posterity has decided against these illustrious minds. She 
has said to Erasmus, The sixteenth century is grand 
to Bossuet, ^ The seventeenth century is grand;” to Rous- 
seau, “ The eighteenth century is grand.” The infamy of 
these centuries must have been real, yet these strong men 
were wrong in complaining. The thinker ought to accept 
with simplicity and calmness, the center in which Provi- 
dence has placed him. 

Vidor Hugo, 

This spirit of free thought may be seen in every depart- 
ment of active life and dry speculation. The most casual 
observer may detect its presence and recognize its influence 
in the sphere of civil government. First principles are 
called into question. The right of property is disputed. 
The supremacy of the state is made a fiction. The law is 
made void of authority without the unanimous consent of 
the governed. The whole machinery of civil government 
becomes dependent upon the changing whims of the masses, 
and the nation itself possesses no divine right except as 
derived from the people. The educational world is also 
subject to the inroads of the same rash mode of thought. 
Intellectual discipline is at a discount. Utilitarian instruc- 
tion is in high demand. Classical lore is a useless fable. 
Mathematics is a torture to which no virtuous man should 
be condemned. Business colleges are crowded with young 
men hurrying into active life, and the whole tendency is to 
leave behind the standard means by which alone the intel- 
lect may be developed and the mind thoroughly strength- 
ened. 


Hmf^ 0. Minton, 
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It suppresses duration, it suppresses space, it suppresses 
suffering*; it writes a letter from Paris to London, and it has 
the answer in ten minutes; it amputates a man’s thigh while 
the man is singing and smiling. It has only to realize — and 
it is close upon it — a progress which is nothing at the side 
of the other mhacies which it has already done; it has only 
to find the means to propel in a mass of air a bubble of air 
still lighter ; it has already secured the air-bubble, and it 
holds it imprisoned; it has only to fiind the impelling force, 
only to make the vacuum before the balloon, for example, 
only to burn the air before it, as the rocket would ; it has 
only to resolve in some such way this problem, and it will 
resolve it; and do you know what will happen ? At that 
very instant frontiers will vanish, barriers will retire, every- 
thing which is a Chinese wall around thought, around com- 
merce, around industry, around nationalities, around pro- 
gress, will crumble. 

Yictor Hugo* 

Ik spite of censorship, in spite of the Index; it will rain 
books and journals everywhere. Voltaire, Diderot, Rousseau, 
will fall in hail on Rome, on Naples, on Vienna, on" St. Pe- 
tersburg. Human speech is manna and the serf will pick it 
up in the furrows ; fanaticisims will die, oppression will be 
impossible ; man crawls along the earth, he escapes ; civili- 
zation will make herself a flock of birds and fly away, and 
go whirling, and light joyously on all points of the globe at 
once. Stop ! there she is, she is passing; point your can- 
non, old despotisms ! she disdains you ; you are the bullet, 
she is the lightning ; no more hatreds, no more interests 
mutually annulling one another ; no more wars ; a sort of 
new life made up of concord and light, carries away and 
pacifies t^e world ; the fraternity of peoples crosses space 
and communes in the eternal azure ; men are mingled in 
the heavens until this last progress ; see the point to which 
this century has brought civilization. 


Yictor Hugo. 
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This system and order everywhere forms the basis of all 
science, and is indeed the condition without which thought 
itself could no longer exist. The uniformity of universal 
law lies at the bottom of all rational thinking and intelli- 
gent acting. Whence it may be readily seen bow vain and 
false is the boasted liberty of free thought. No thought 
is worthy of the name that does not conform itself to the 
rigid methods of regular law. The liberty of free thought 
is the thraldom of passion, prejudice and perverted reason, 
and the real dignity of the human mind is nowhere more 
worthily displayed than when reverently engaged in dis- 
covering to itself the laws by which the “ Everlasting Ge- 
ometer ” of the created universe is pleased to execute His 
designs and accomplish His purposes. 

Henry <7. Minton, 

But the higher departments of moral and reli^ous 
thought are perhaps most seriously invaded by this modem 
spirit of free thinking. Here, as everywhere, freedom of 
thought is followed by freedom of action, and this ripens 
into the ranker fruits of libertinism and social anarchy. 
The family and all the sacred ties of the home circle are 
lost in the mazy mist of modern socialism. The Bible is a 
book fit only to be read by children. Revelation is a myth, 
and the dignity of mind is asserted in the motto: “Science 
and Reason are the highest powers in man.” Paine’s suc- 
cessors, gifted with his derisive satire without his power of 
reason, lecture in Christian cities to crowded and applaud- 
ing audiences. Such are the actual and legitimate results 
of the so-called free thought of the nineteenth century. 
The popular disposition to drift away from the old land- 
marks of thought is justly considered one of the most 
alarming symptoms of the present era. The inventive ge- 
nius of the American mind is indeed marvelous. The glory 
of our history is in the richness of our apt discoveries. 

Henry G, Minton, 
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The history of mankind as well shows forth the uniform- 
ity of law. Social science, yet in its infancy, will one day 
teach the laws and conditions of national success and social 
ruin, just as alchemy gave birth to the beautiful science of 
chemistry, and the mythical stories of ancient astrology to 
the demonstrations of Kepler’s laws. Just as all physical 
energy may be reduced to the form of heat, so, at the magic 
touch of such men as the Herschels, Newton and La Place, 
all scientific truth seems to resolve itself into the chilling 
formulas of mathematical law. 

Henry (7. Minton. 

The age is tempestuous with speculation, and every new 
thinker seems to be the center of converging whirlwinds. 
This restless spirit of inquiry is not confined to those who 
have been trained in universities, and who are at the head 
of the world’s marching columns, but, owing to the ad- 
vance of science and the diffusion of knowledge, is to be 
found wherever the light of the press has penetrated, 
wherever man has been taught to think and to investigate. 

While the great body of Christians throughout the world, 
hold with an ever tightening grasp to the vital truths of 
the Gospel, yet we find that among many whose opinions 
greatly influence, if they do not control the multitude, 
grave questions have sprung up and are now being hotly 
discussed, concerning the nature of Christ’s redemptive 
work, the nature of inspiration, the unity and antiquity of 
the human race, the success of Protestantism, papal infalli- 
bility, the necessity for universal Christian union, concern- 
ing the relation of church and state; concerning hell and 
eternal punishment, concerning amusements, concerning 
baptism and the eucharist, concerning church govern- 
ment and church discipline and church psalmody and 
music; concerning revivals, the new birth and 
growth in grace, and the claims and advantages of an im- 
posing liturgy and a splendid ritual service. Athletic 
minds are now grappling anew with these mighty subjects, 
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and with an honest aim, let ns hope, are struggling' forward 
again towards their just and final settlement. 


The present age, exultant over the many recent wonder- 
ful triumphs in the field of natural science, almost uneon- 
sciously glides into a materialistic mode of thought, and 
perhaps too strongly demands that all accepted truth shall 
conform to the conditions upon which the physical world is 
found to exist. This tendency leads to endless eonfosion 
in all other than the physical sciences; this condition in 
turn invites the threatening state of the public mind so sig- 
nificantly designated by the tQtmfree thought 

This tendency to free thinking has been growing ever 
since the days of Kant, Hegel and Voltaire, and may be 
seen in the increasing disposition to popularize and simplify 
all their hidden doctrines and abstruse ideas. The great 
pendulum of human thought swings slowly; and, by the 
marvelous force of its own inertia, is always driven beyond 
the vertical line of absolute perfection. 

Henry O. Minton. 

This century is the grandest of centuries; and do you ask 
why? because it is the sweetest. This century, the imme- 
diate and first issue of the French Revolution, freed the 
slave in America, elevated the pariahs in Asia, extinguished 
the funeral pile in India, and crushed the last firebrands at 
the martyr’s stake in Europe; is civilizing Turkey, is causing 
the Gospel to penetrate even to the refutation of the Koran; 
elevates woman, subordinates the right of might to the 
might of right; suppresses piracies, softens suiffering, makes 
the galleys wholesome, throws the red branding-iron into the 
sewer, condemns the death penalty, takes the ball from the 
foot of the galley-slave, abolishes corporal punishment, de- 
grades and dishonors war, takes the edge away from the 
Dukes of Alva and the Charles the Ninths, tears out 
the claws of tyrants. 


'Victor Hugo. 
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But there is a limit, both to the necessity and the capac- 
ity of this power of invention. Its needful and salutary 
exercise should not give it an impetus beyond the range of 
virtue and safety. In the fresh vigor of national youth, 
the American people should stand by the old and tested 
methods of thought and life that have availed the virtuous 
generations that have gone before, and take warning from 
the sudden and speedy fall that has uniformly marked the 
end of those nations that have been lured from the long- 
trod paths of homely truth and simple virtue. 

The present age is certainly far enough down in the line of 
the world’s history to perceive at a single retrospective glance, 
especially in the light of its eminent achievements in every 
department of scientific thought, that the great watchword 
of the entire universe is law — austere, changeless, unfailing 
law. The shooting grass in the sunny meadow, the surging 
wave on the mighty deep, the tall peak lifting its head high 
toward fche blue sky above it, sublime with the gray wrinkles 
of the formative ages through which it has passed, the sil- 
very clouds that float along over it, the sun that lights our 
day and the more distant suns that illuminate our night, and 
the yet more remote luminaries whose light, perchance, has 
never yet had time to wing its flight to this shady nook of 
the skies — all these bow their obeisance to their great Cre- 
ator and delight to fulfill His mandates and exemplify His 
laws. 

Henry 0, Minton, 

This century proclaims the sovereignty of the citizen and 
the inviolability of life; it crowns the people and conse- 
crates man. In art it has all varieties of genius: writers, 
orators, poets, historians, publicists, philosophers, painters, 
statuaries, musicians, majesty, grace, power, strength, bril- 
liancy, depth, color, form, style. It reinvigorates itself at 
once in the real and in the ideal ; and carries in its hand 
these two thunderbolts — the true and the beautiful. In 
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science it performs every miracle: it makes saltpetre out of 
cotton; of steam, a horse; of the voltaic pile, a workman; of 
the electric fluid, a messenger; of the sun, a painter. It 
waters itself with subterranean waters till it warms itself 
with central fire; it opens on the two infinities thc»e two 
windows — the telescope, on the infinitely great; the micro- 
scope, on the infinitely little; and it finds in the first aby® — 
stars, and in the second — insects, which prove God to it, 

Vidor Hugo^ 

Wb live in the world’s crisis. Never were such changes 
going on as now. The world never felt such thrills and 
throbs before. The hearts of men now harden or soften 
under the influence of the truth quicker than ever; charac- 
ter is now more rapidly formed than ever; opinions are 
shaking, and hoary errors are dying by sudden paralysis. 
Truth is crystalizing and asserting its power. We are lost 
in the whirl of the great agitation, and stunned by the noise 
of conflicting elements. Plunged in the midst of exciting 
events, we are bewildered by their novelty and rapidity. 
Men have forgotten to hope — ^almost forgotten to pray, but 
it is God who is shaking the world that false institutions 
may fall. Behold it in the social, political, financial and 
religious revolutions that are now taking place with almost 
dramatic suddenness I Behold it in the opening of iron 
doors whose creaking rings round the globe! Behold it in 
the overthrow of wrongs which have resisted the shock of 
centuries! Can Christianity stand in this hour of the 
world’s trial? I believe she can, for her principles are 
righteous and immutable; but, with God’s help, they must 
be lived and cherished, and preserved unsullied. What a 
grand, earnest thing it is to live at such an hour as this! with 
the roar of conflict all around us, with the graves of saints 
and martyrs behind us ; with a glorious future and heaven 
before us, what a time for hope, and prayer, and effort! 
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XVIIL 


YIOLET-FLAMES. 


I DO love violets; they tell the history of woman’s love. 

Letitia E- Landon. 


Woman must impose a restraint upon her affections until 
she is challenged. Like the violet, she hides her sweetness 
beneath the leaf until the hand is stretched to pluck her 
from concealment. 

JB, Jf. Palmer^ 


I HAVE always said it, nature 
its masterpiece. 


meant to make woman as 
Lessing, 


I AM prescient by the very hope 

And promise set upon me, that henceforth 

Only my gentleness shall make me great, 

My humbleness exalt me. 

Elizabeth JB, Browning; 

(Eve, in “Drama of Exile”.) 

The world is the book of women. Whatever knowledge 
they may possess is more commonly acquired by observa- 
tion than by reading. 

Rousseau, 

What causes the majority of women to be so little 
touched by friendship is, that it is insipid when they have 
once tasted of love. 

La Rochefoucauld, 

Hee voice was ever soft, 

Gentle and low; an excellent thing in woman. 

ShaJcespeare, 
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The taste forever refines in the study of woman. 

p. Wiiiu» 


Mak legislates; woman ornates. 


Eugene Bemon. 


CoOTACT with a high-minded woman is good for the life 
of any man. 

Henry Vincent. 

The influence of poetry in literature is like the influence 
of true womanhood in society. 

Prof. JParsdon. 

Mej^ like women to reflect them, but the woman who can 
only reflect a man and is nothing in herself, will never be 
of much service to him. 

George McDonald. 

To glorify the common offices of life, that is the grand- 
est part of woman’s work in this world. 

Joseph J. Duryeay D.D. 

A LOVEiiT countenance is the fairest of all sights, and the 
sweetest harmony in the world is the sound of the voice of 
her whom we love. 

La Brwyire. 

WoMAK has been faithful in a few things; now God is 
going to make her ruler over many things. 

8usan B. Anthony. 

Feom my experience, not one in twenty marries the first 
love. We build statues of snow and weep to see them melt. 

Walter Bcott. 

Love has a way of cheating itself consciously, like a child 
who plays at solitary hide-and-seek; it is pleased with as- 
surances that it all the while disbelieves. 


George Eliot. 
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To be womanly is the greatest charm of woman. 

Gladstone. 

We glorify the supremacy of a first love, as though the 
heart did not require a training as varied as the intellect. 

The Galaxy. 

We seldom think how much we owe our first love. 

Goethe. 


How little flattering is a woman’s love ! 

Given commonly to whomsoever is nearest 
And propped with most advantage; outward grace 
Nor inward light is needful; day by day 
Men wanting both are mated with the best 
And loftiest of God’s feminine creation, 

Whose love takes no distinction but of gender, 

And ridicules the very name of choice. 

Henry Taylor. 

Love is first inspired by a magnetism that has a locked 
door. It is what women withhold in the coloring of a 
thought or the tone of voice, the glance of an eye or the . 
pressure of a hand, which ties the bandage over the first 
sentiment, and turns it into a Cupid. 

N. P. Willis. 

I DID not fall in love — rose in love. 

Pulwer. 

Thebe are souls that are created for one another in the 
eternities; hearts that are predestined each to each from 
the absolute necessities of their nature; and when this man 
and woman come face to face, these hearts throb and are one. 

Anna PJ. Dickinson. 

Ojvb of the most wonderful things in nature is a glance; 
it is the bodily symbol of identity. 


Emerson. 
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I ASKED the Sun, 

“ Gan ’st tell me what love is ? ” 

He answered only by a smile 
Of golden light 

I prayed the flowers, 

“Oh, tell me, what is love 
Only a fragrant sigh was wafted 
Thro’ the night. 

“ Is love the soul’s true life, 

Or is it but the sport 
Of idle summer'hours ?” I asked 
Of Heaven above. 

In answer, God sent 
Sweet heart, to me I 
And I no longer question, ^ 

“ What is love ? ” 

TM Gulcm/, 

TTim eyes are homes of silent prayer. 

Tenn^BOfu 

. Have you ever thought of it? The memory of an eye is 
the most deathless of memories, because there, if anywhere, 
you catch a glimpse of the visib^le soul as it sits by the 
window. 

Donald G, MUchelh 
Ladies, whose bright eyes rain influence. 

Milton* 

I AM not one of those who do not believe in love at first 
sight, but I believe in taking a second look 1 

Smry YmcmL 

’Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our coming, and look brighter when we come. 


Byron* 
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Some day, some day of days, threading the street 
With idle, heedless pace. 

Unlooking for such grace, 

I shall behold your face 1 

Some day, some day of days, thus may we meet. 

Perchance the sun may shine from skies of May, 

Or winter’s icy chill 
Touch whitely vale and hill;! 

What matter? I shall thrill 

Through every vein with summer on that day. 

Once more life’s perfect youth will all come back, 

And for a moment there 
I shall stand fresh and fair, 

And drop the garment care; 

Once more my perfect youth will nothing lack. 

I shut rny eyes now, thinking how ’t will be,— 

How face to face each soul 
Will slip its long control, 

Forget the dismal dole 

Of dreary fate’s dark separating sea; 

And glance to glance and hand to hand in greeting. 

The past with all its fears, 

Its silence and its tears, 

Its lonely yearning years. 

Shall vanish in the moment of that meeting. 

Elizabeth 8. Phelps. 

Glances are the first billets-doux of love. 

JS/inon de V Enclos. 

Distance injures love less than nearness. 

Bichter. 

The soul is never so hampered by its enthrallment, with- 
in the body, as when it loves. 


Prof. 0. 8. Fowler. 
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There is an atmosphere in the letters of th(»e we lov© 
■which we alone — we who love— can feel. 

Markm Marimid. 


Whek love begins to sicken and decay 
It useth an enforced ceremony. 

JShakmpmre. 

A MAK of sense may love like a madman, but never like 
a fool. 


JOa JRochefomauld. 


Each time we love. 

We turn a nearer and a broader mark 
To that keen archer, Sorrow, and he strikes. 

Alexander Smith, 


The love of man, in his maturer years, is not so much a 
new emotion as a re'rival and concentration of aE his de- 
parted affections for others. 

Bulwm. 


Wk bnry love; 

Forgetfulness grows over it like grass; 

That is a thing to weep for, not the dead, 

Alexander Smith, 

Oh! sweet fond dream of human love! 

A rose-cloud dimly seen above, 

Melting in heaven’s blue depths away. 

Whittier, 


Love is never lost. If not reciprocated it will flow back 
and soften and purify the heart. 

Irving, 


O, SHALLOW and mean heart! dost thou conceive so little 
of love as not to know; that it sacrifices all — love itself — for 
the happiness of the one it loves? 
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I HOLD it true wbate’er befall, 

I feel it when I sorrow most; 

’T is better to have loved and lost, 

Than never to have loved at all, 

Tennyson. 

The beautiful are never desolate; 

Some one always loves them — God or man; 

If man abandons, God takes them. 

Bailey. 


She was like 

A dream of poetry, that may not be 
Written or told — exceeding beautiful! 
And so came worshipers. 


The rose is fairest when ’t is budding new, 

And hope is brightest when it dawns from fears; 

The rose is sweetest wash’d with morning dew. 

And love is loveliest when embalm’d in tears. 

Scott. 

I HAVE made my choice, have lived my poems, and though 
youth is gone in wasted days, 

I have found the lover’s crown of myrtle better than the 
poet’s crown of bays. 

Oscar Wilde. 


Better trust all and be deceived, 

And weep that trust and that deceiving. 

Than doubt one heart that, if believed, 

Had blessed one’s life with true believing. 

Oh! in this mocking world too fast 

The doubting fiend o’ertakes our youth; 
Better be cheated to the last, 

Than lose the blessed hope of truth. 

Frances A. Kemble. 
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Bewaee of lier fair hair, for she excels 
All women in the magic of her locks; 

And if she wind them round a young mwa’s hearty 
She will not ever let him go again. 

Sheiki/, 

Matches wherein one party is all passion, and the other 
all indifference, will assimilate about as well as Ice and ire. 
It is possible that the fire will dissolve the ice, hut it is 
most probable that it will be extinguished in the attempt. 

Ooikfn. 

She was said to have made a brilliant match, whatever 
that may mean. One thing, however, it does not mean; to 
make a brilliant match is not another form of expression 
for marrying the man or woman you love. 

Love weepeth always — weepeth for the past, 

For woes that are, for woes that may betide; 

Why should not hard ambition weep at last, 

Envy and hatred, avarice and pride? 

Tennyson, 

There, speak in whispers; fold me to thy heart. 

Dear love, for I have roamed a weary weary way; 

Bid my vague terrors with thy kiss depart! 

Oh, I have been among the dead to-day, 

And, like a pilgrim to some martyr’s shrine. 

Awed with the memories that crowd my brain. 

Fearing my voice, I woo the charm of thine; 

Tell me thou livest, lovest, yet again. 

Not among graves, but letters old and dim, 

Yellow and precious, have I touched the past, 
Reverent and prayerful as we chant the hymn 

Among the aisles where saints their shadows oast; 
Reading dear names on faded leaves that here 
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Were worn with foldings tremulous and fond. 

These drowned in plashing of a tender tear, 

. Or with death’s tremble pointing “ the beyond.’’ 

And love, there came a flutter of white wings, 

A stir of snowy robes from out the deep 
Of utter silence, as I read the things 

I smiled to trace before I learned to weep; 

And hands, whose clasp was magic long ago, 

Came soft before me, till I yearned to press 
Mad kisses on their whiteness; then the woe, 

The sting of death, the chill of nothingness. 

One was afar, where golden sands made dim 
The shining steps of the poor trickster Time; 

And one was lost. Ah bitter grief for him 

Who wrecked his manhood in the depths of crime! 
Another, beautiful as morning’s beam 
Flushing the Orient, lay meekly down 
Among the daisies, dreaming love’s glad dream ; 

And one sweet saint now wears a starry crown. 

And thus there stole delicious odors still 
From out those relics of the charmed past, 

Sighs from the lips omnipotent to will 
And win rich tribute to the very last; 

Biit death, or change, had been among my flowers, 

And all their bloom had faded, so that I 
Yield my sad thoughts to the compelling powers 
Of the bright soul I worship till I die. 

Nay, never doubt me, for, by love’s divine 
And tearful past, I know my future thine. 

What greater thing is there for two human souls than to 
feel that they are joined for life — to strengthen each other 
in all labor, to rest on each other in all sorrow, to minister 
to each other in all pain, to be one with each other in silent, 
unspeakable memories at the moment of the last parting? 

George JEliot. 
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Then, too, I love thee 
For having so adored me that my presence 
Near thee was nnto thee a sacred things 
For having at my feet, as on an aitar^ 

Sacrificed all the fury of thy hate. 

I love thee for that perfect geotlene^ 

That strove to win me, having conquered me; 

For having set me free and made my fate 
Depend upon the worthiest, not the strongest; 

For having braved for me curses and storms, 

And above all I love thee — ^for I love thee! 

Dost thou believe me now? 

Jf. Lomin^ 

Oh I cast thou not 

Affection from thee! In this bitter world, 

Hold to thy heart that only treasure fast; 

Watch, guard it — suffer not a breath to dim 

The bright gem’s purity. 

Felicia Semam, 

Love not told, 

And only bom of absence and by thought, 

With thought and absence may return to naught. 

Jean Ingelow, 

He did not notice that I never spoke to her in the same 
key of voice to which the conversation of others was at- 
tuned. He saw not that while she turned to him with a 
smile or a preparation to listen, she heard my voice as if 
her attention had been arrested by distant music, with no 
change in her features except a look more earnest ; she 
would have called him to look with her at a glowing sunset 
or to point out a new corner in the road from the village ; 
but if the moon had gone suddenly into a cloud and sad- 
dened the face of the landscape, or if the wind had sounded 
mournfully through the trees as she looked out upon the 
night, she would have spoken of that first to me I 

N, P. Willis* 
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They sin who tell us love can diej 
With life all other passions fly; 

All others are but vanity. 

In heaven ambition cannot dwell, 

Nor avarice in the vaults of hell. 

Earthly, these passions of low earth, 

They perish where they have their birth; 

But love is indestructible — 

Its holy flame forever burneth; 

From heaven it came, to heaven returneth. 

Too oft on earth a troubled guest, 

At times deceived, at times opprest, 

It here is tried and purified, 

And hath in heaven its perfect rest. 

It soweth here with toil and care, 

But the harvest-time of love is there. 

Oh! when a mother meets on high 
The babe she lost in infancy, 

Hath she not then for all her fears, 

The day of woe, the watchful night, 

For all her sorrows, all her tears, 

An over-payment of delight? 

Southey- 


There is not an hour 

Of day or dreaming night, but 1 an^ with thee ; 
There’s not a wind but whispers of thy name, 
And not a flower that sleeps beneath the moon, 
But in its hues or fragrance tells a tale of thee. 


Seldom hath my tongue pronounced that name, 
But the dear love, so deeply wounded there, 
I, in my heart, with silent faith sincere, 
Devoutly cherish till we meet again. 


Southey, 
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Oh ! if tlsoia lovest and art a woraan, 

Hide tiiy love from iiiixi whom thou dost worship — - 
Never let him know how dear he is ; 

Flit like a bird before him, — 

Head him from tree to tree, from flower to flower. 
But be not won, or thou mayest like that bird^ 
When caught and caged, be left to pine neglected 
And perish in forgetfulness. 

JOetitia 

The night has a thousand eyes, 

The day but one ; 

Yet the light of the bright world dies 
With the dying sun. 

The mind has a thousand eyes, 

The heart but one ; 

Yet the light of a whole life dies, 

When love is done. 


Sat never, ye loved once^ 

Grod is too near above, the grave below. 

And all our moments go 

Too quickly past our souls, for saying so. 

The mysteries of life and death avenge 
Affections light of range; 

There comes no change to justify that change. 

Elizabeth B. Brownmg* 

I FAIN would ask thee to forget; 

’T were best, perhaps, I were forgot; 

I raise the pen to write — and yet 
I write the words — “ forget me not.” 

How can I ask thee to forget, 

When ’tis so sweet to remembered be? 

Then let me say without regret, 

Think — ^yes, ofttimes think of me. 
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If I leave all for thee, wilt thou exchange 
And be all to me? Shall I never miss 
Home-talk and blessing, and the common kiss 
That comes to each in turn, nor count it strange 
When I look up, to drop on a new range 
Of walls and floors — another home than this? 

Hay, wilt thou fill that place by me which is 
Filled by dead eyes, too tender to know change? 
That’s hardest. If to conquer love has tried, 

To conquer grief, tries more, as all things prove; 

For grief, indeed, is love and grief besides; 

Alas! I have grieved so, I am- hard to love. 

Yet love me, wilt thou? Open thine heart wide 
And fold within the wet wings of thy dove! 

JElimbeth B. Browning. 

There are many phases through which the soul must 
pass before it can attain even that approximation to the 
divine which is possible on earth. We cling to prop after 
prop; we follow longingly whichever of earth’s beautiful 
and blessed things seems most to realize that perfect ideal 
which we call happiness. Of these joys the dearest, truest 
and most satisfying, is that which lifts us out of ourselves, 
and unites us in heart and soul — aye, and intellect too, for 
the spirit must find its mate to make the union perfect — 
with some other being. This we call love. But the chances 
of fortune come between us and our desires; the light 
passes, and we go on our way in darkness. We walk alone, 
and earth’s deepest and most real joys float by like shadows. 
Alas! we can but stretch our arms toward that Infinite, 
which alone is able to fill the longings of an immortal spirit. 
Then, with wounded souls lying naked and open before the 
Beholder of all, we look yearningly toward the eternal and 
divine life, complete, unchangeable, and cry, with subdued 
voice, “0 Grod! thy fullness is sufficient for me; 0 God! 
thy love is an all- boundless store!” 
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I WAKE. All ! would that I could sleep again I 
For in my slumber I had quite forgot 
The weariness, the heart-ache and the pain 
That makes the burden of my waking lot. 

I wake. Ah ! would that, waking, I could Mto 
T he dreams that slumber to my senses brought I 
Why not ? Why may I not full freedom give 
To soul and sense, and, disregarding aught 
That frets and fetters individual life, 

Fill full my waking with the dream-life bliss, 

And count the ills, in waking moments rife, 

As only dreams ? Ay, darling, even this 
I can and will, if only thou wilt take 

Thy path with me, from all the world aside. 

Content forevermore with me to make 

My dream our life, thy heart the only guide ! 

“ 3[o7Uebello.^^ 

You, O man! who with your honey words and your ten- 
der looks steal away a young girl’s heart, for thoughtless or 
selfish vanity, do you know what it is you do? Do you 
know what it is to turn the precious fountain of woman’s 
first love into a very Marah, whose bitterness may pervade 
her whole life’s current, crushing her, if humble, beneath 
the torture of self-contempt, or, if proud, making her cold, 
heartless, revengeful, quick to wound others as she herself 
has been wounded ? And if she marry, what is her fate? 
She has lost that instinctive worship of what is noble in 
man, which causes a woman gladly to follow out the right- 
eous altar- vow, and in honoring and obeying ” her hus- 
band to create the sunshine of her home; and this is caused 
by your deedl Is not such a deed a sin? Aye, only 
second to that deadly one which ruins life and fame, body 
and soul! Yet man does both toward women, and goes 
smiling amidst the world, which smiles at him again. 

Mm Muloch. 
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Love is not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover, to remove. 

Oh, no! It is an ever-fixed mark, 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken. 

ShaJcespeare, 

Love is enough. Let us not seek for gold. 

Wealth breeds false aims, and pride and selfishness: 
In those serene, Arcadian days of old, 

Men gave no thought to princely homes and dress. 
The gods who dwelt in fair Olympia’s height 
Lived only for dear love and love’s delight ; 

Love is enough. 

Love is enough. Why should we care for fame? 

Ambition is a most unpleasant guest: 

It lures us with the glory of a name 

Far from the happy haunts of peace and rest. 

Let us stay here in this secluded place, 

Made beautiful by love’s endearing grace ; 

Love is enough. 

Love is enough. Why should we strive for power? 

It brings men only envy and distrust ; 

The poor world’s homage pleases but an hour, 

And earthly honors vanish in the dust. 

The grandest lives are ofttimes desolate; 

Let me be loved, and let who will be great; 

Love is enough. 

Love is enough. Why should we ask for more? 

What greater gift have gods vouchsafed to men? 
What better boon of all their precious store 
Than our fond hearts that love and love again? 

Old love may die; new love is just as sweet; 

And life is fair, and all the world complete: 

Love is enough! 

JSUa Wheeler, 
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“ TiLii death ns part,’’ 

So speaks the heart. 

When each to each repeats the words of doom; 

Thro’ blessing and thro’ curse, 

For better and for worse, 

We will be one till that dread hour shall come. 

Life, with its myriad grasp, 

Our yearning souls shall clasp, 

By ceaseless love, and still expectant wonder; 

In bonds that shall endure, 

Indissolubly sure. 

Till God in death shall part our paths asunder. 

Till Death us join, 

O voice yet more divinel 
That to the broken heart breathes hope sublime; 

Thro’ lonely hours 
And shattered powers 

We still are one, despite of change and time. 

Death, with his healing hand, 

Shall once more knit the band, 

Which needs but that one link which none may sever; 
Till thro’ the Only Good, 

Heard, felt and understood, 

Our life in God shall make us one forever. 

Dean Stanly, 

Alas! how bitter are the wrongs of love! 

Life has no other sorrow so acute; 

For love is made of every fine emotion 
Of generous impulses and noble thoughts; 

It looketh to the stars, and dreams of heaven; 

It nestles mid the flowers and sweetens earth. 

Love is aspiring, yet is humble too; 

It doth exalt another o’er itself 

With sweet heart-homage, which delights to raise 

That which it worships, yet is fain to win 
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The idol to its lone and lonely home 
Of deep affection. ’Tis an utter wreck 
When such hopes perish. From that moment life 
Has in its depths a well of bitterness, 

For which there is no healing. 


0 THB anguish of that thought that we can never atone 
to our dead for the stinted affection we gave them, for the 
light answers we returned to their plaints or their plead- 
ings, for the little reverence we showed to that sacred hu- 
man soul that lived so close to us, and was the divinest 
thing God had given us to know. 

George ElioU 

Love’s arms were wreathed about the neck of Hope, 

And Hope kissed Love, and Love drew in her breath 
In that close kiss, and drank her whispered tales; 

They said that Love would die when Hope was gone, 
And Love mourn’d long, and sorrow’d after Hope; 

At last she sought out Memory, and they trod 

The same old paths where Love had walked with Hope, 

And Memory fed the soul of Love with tears. 

Tennyeon^ 


XIX 

YIOLET FLAMES. 

CONCLUDED. 

The most perfect thing in the world is a woman’s temper, 
but I am bound to say I have seen some tempers better 
than others. 


Senry Vmceni, 
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Thbee jbas nearly always been a good wife behind every 
great man, and there is a good deal of truth in the saying 
that a man can be no greater than his wife will let him. 

Edward Eggleston. 


A MAK cannot leave a better legacy to the world than a 
well educated family. 


Em. Thomas 


He travels safe, and not unpleasantly, who is guarded by 
poverty and guided by love. 


Sir Philip Sidn^. 


Woman! with that word, 

Life’s dearest hopes and memories come; 

Truth, beauty, love, in her adored, 

And earth’s lost paradise restored. 

In the green bower of home. 

HallecL 

A MAN who has not some woman, somewhere, who be- 
lieves in him, trusts him and loves him, has reached a point 
where self-respect is gone. 

Holland. 


Until the ladies have recognized, or refused to recognize, 
a man’s merit, his social position is not yet determined. 

London Saturday E&oiew. 

What gathering flowers in a wood is to children, that 
shopping in large cities is to women. To wander from 
shop to shop, to compare, to choose, to appropriate — it is 
like gathering flowers. 

Au&rlach. 

Home is the crystal of society, and domestic love and 
duty are the best security for all that is most dear to us on 
earth. 


Samuel Smiles. 
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Public gossip is sometimes 
lilmeixt of engagements. 


the best security for the ful- 
Bulwer. 


The hearthstone has ever been 
family and of society. 


the corner-stone of the 
Bellows* 


Home ’s not merely four square walls, 

Though with pictures hung and gilded; 

Home is where affection calls, 

Filled with shrines the heart hath builded. 

Queen, 

Ip the home-life is inharmonious, nothing can go well. 
The root of all, unless this is wholesome and firm, the flower 
must needs be poor and the fruit bad. Let us learn again 
the infinite importance of keeping the peace at home, and 
the need of cultivating the nobler qualities of mind and 
heart, if this is to be done well. 


Ah me! for aught that ever I could read. 

Could ever hear by tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth; 

But either it was different in blood, 

Or else misgraffed in respect to years. 

Or else it stood upon the choice of friends. 

Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 

Nor death, or sickness did lay siege to it, 

Making it momentary as a sound, 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream; 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 

That, in a spleen, enfolds both heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say, behold! 

The jaws of darkness do devour it up; 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

Shakespeare, 
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That whioh is nearest us touches ns mcBt. The paMCMJ* 
rise higher at domestic than at imperial tragedies, 

Sammi Johmon* 

Oh! man may bear with suffering; Ms heart 
Is a strong thing, and godlike in the grasp 
Of pain that wrings mortality; but tear 
One chord affection clings to, part one tie 
That binds him unto woman’s delicate loTe^ 

And his great spirit yieldeth like a reed. 

m P. Wiilm. 

We wind our life about another life. 

We hold it closer, dearer than our own; 

Anon it faints and falls in deadly strife. 

Leaving us stunned and stricken and alone; 

But ah! we do not die with those we mourn, 

This also can be borne* 

Florence Pm^cy. 

And still I changed; I -^s a boy no more, 

My heart was large enough to hold my kind, 

And all the world; as hath been oft before 
With youth, I sought, but I could never find 
Work hard enough to quiet my self-strife. 

And use the strength of action-crowning life. 

Pean Ingelow. 

When he shall hear she died upon his word, 

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into the study of his imagination. 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come appareled in more precious habit, 

More moving, delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 

Than when she lived indeed. 


Shakespeare. 
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The modern Cupid is no longer blind, but clear-sighted, 
calculating and practical. 

William Black. 


Flirt AT iOH is attention without intention. 

Burdette. 


Natural selection — Marrying for Love, 
existence — Marrying without money. 


Struggle for 
Punch. 


It is these invisible, subtle strokes at the unseen centers 
of hope and courage that are hard to bear. 

Qhronicles of Oarlingford. 

He was not all unhappy. His resolve 
Upbore him, and firm faith, and evermore 
Prayer from a living source within the will, 

And beating up through all the bitter world, 

Like fountains of sweet water in the sea, 

Kept him a living soul. 

Tennyson. 

It is a dear delight for the soul to have trust in the fidel- 
ity of another. It makes a pillow of softness for the cheek 
which is burning with tears and the touch of pain. It 
pours a balm into the very source of sorrow. It is a hope 
undeferred, a floWery seclusion, into which the mfiid, when 
weary of sadness, may retreat for a caress of constant love; 
a warmth in the hand of friendship for ever lingering on 
the hand; a consoling voice that dwells as with an eternal 
echo on the ear; a dew of mercy fallirig on the bruised 
and troubled hearts of this world. Bereavements and 
wishes long withheld descend sometimes as chastening 
griefs upon our nature; but there is no solace to the bitter- 
ness of broken faith. 

Ilarpefs. 
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East — crying widows take new husbands soonest; tliere 
is notbing like wet weather for transpiantieg. 

Moimes* 

To loYe satisfies one-half of our nature; to be loved sat^ 
isfies the other half. But no human love can fully »tisfy 
us, because man is so constituted that nothing finite can 
suffice him; his heart ever springs beyond the universe in 
search of an ideal of beauty, a perfect object of love and 
adoration ; and no human love for us can make us perfectly 
happy, for no human heart is fully attuned to ours — ^no 
human heart can wholly understand or sympathize with our 
own. 

A A, Hodge^ 

We walk alone through all life’s various 

Through light and darkness, sorrow, joy and change; 

And greeting each to each, through passing days — 

Still we are strange. 

We hold our dear ones with a firm, strong grasp; 

We hear their voices, look into their eyes; 

And yet, betwixt Us in that clinging clasp 
A distance lies. 

We cannot know their hearts, howe’er we may 

Mingle thought, aspiration, hope and prayer; 

We cannot reach them, and in vain essay 
To enter there. 

Still, in each heart of hearts a hidden deep 

Lies, never fathomed by its dearest, best; 

With closest care our purest thoughts we keep, 

And tenderest. 

But, blessed thought! we shall not always so 

In darkness and in sadness walk alone; 

There comes a glorious day when we shall know 
As we are known. 


13 


JEJlmnor GrayS' 
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The man who truly loves, loves humbly and fears not 
that another may be preferred, but that another may be 
worthier of preference than himself. 

Miss Muloch. 


Adriana^ — Nay, said I not — 

And if I said it not, I say it now; 

ril follow thee through sunshine and through storm; 

I will be with thee in thy weal and woe; 

In thy afflictions, should they fall upon thee, 

In thy temptations, when bad men beset thee; 

In all thy perils which must now press round thee, 

And should they crush thee, in the hour of death, 

Let but thy love be with me to the last. 

Artmelde , — My love is with thee ever; that thou 
knowest. 

Senry Taylor. 

These longing eyes may never more behold thee. 
These yearning arms may never more enfold thee; ^ 

To my sad heart I never more may press thee, 

But day and night I never cease to bless thee. 

I do not envy those who may be near thee, 

Who have that joy supreme, who see thee, hear thee; 

I bless them also, knowing they, too, love thee, 

And that they prize no earthly thing above thee. 

I do not even hope again to meet thee, 

I never dare to think how I should greet thee, 

Low in the dust should I fall before thee. 

And, kneeling there, for pardon should implore thee. 

Alas! ’t would be a sin to kneel before thee — 

A sin to let thee know I still adore thee, 

I kneel and pray that Heaven may bless and guide thee; 
Love of my lifel to Heaven’s care I confide thee. 

Blackwood's, 
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Lm fate do her worst, there are relics of joj, 

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroj, 
That come in the night time of sorrow and care^ 

And bring back the features that joj used to wear. 

Long, long be my heart with such memories filled, 
Like the Tase in which rc^es have once been distilled; 
You may break, you may shatter, the vase if you will. 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it stilL 

Tkomm Mmrern 

Lord ! we would put aside 
The gauds and baubles of this mortal life — 
Weak self-conceit, the foolish tools of strife, 

The tawdry garb of pride — 

And pray, in Christ’s dear name. 

Thy grace to deck us in the robes of light; 

That at His coming we may stand aright, 

And fear no sudden shame. 

An Advent OaroL 

Sweet heart, good bye! that fluffing sail 
Is spread to waft me far from thee, 

And soon, before the farth’ring gale. 

My ship shall bound upon the sea. 

Perchance, all des’late and forlorn. 

These eyes shall miss thee many a year; 

But unforgotten every charm — 

Though lost to^ sight, to memory dear. 

Sweet heart, good bye! one last embracel 
Oh, cruel fate, two souls to sever! 

Yet in this heart’s most sacred place 
Thou, thou alone, shalt dwell forever; 

And still shall recollection trace, 

In fancy’s mirror, ever near, 

Each smile, each tear, that form, that face — 
Though lost to sight, to memory dear. 
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I HAB a friend once, and she was to me 
What fragrance is to flowers, or songs to birds — 
Part of my being; but there came a time — 

I cannot tell you how, or where, or when, — 

A time that severed us. There was no fierce, 

Hot trouble at our parting. It was calm, 

Because it was so gradual. Ere I knew, 

We had grown cold at meeting, colder still 
At our good-bye. But looking on it now, 

After weary days, I marvel at it all, 

And weep more tears than T did then, by far, 

Over this strange, sad parting; this blank wreck 
Of love, and hope, and friendship, and warm trust. 
Oh! it is pitiful — ^this breaking up 
Of human sympathy and sweet heart- tryst I 
Had we so many friends — ^this friend and I — 

That we could well afford to give the slip, 

Each to the other? drifting thus apart 
Like ships that meet upon some tropic sea 
For one brief, passing hour, exchange stale news, 
Gossip of cargoes, or the last made port. 

Then sail away, each on its separate course, 

And never dream, nor care, to meet again! 

I think the heart grows chary of its friends. 

As years and death do steal them from our grasp; 

I could not let a friend go now, as I 

Did her; for I was young then — both were young. 

Ah, well! I wonder if she cares, or if 

She ever thinks of those old foolish days, 

When, with her hand in mine, we sat and talked, 
And kissed each other t’wixt our happy words, 

And vowed eternal friendship, endless trust. 

It may be so; and if this idle verse — 

Albeit, not so idle as it seems — 

Should meet her gaze — would, I would it might — 
She, too, may give a sigh to those old days, 
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And wisli^ with me, that one had been more trae, 
And both more patient — that the olden time 
Had less of bitterness mixed with its sweet. 
Making the after-draught so drugged with pain, 
That even now tears come because of it. 


If there should come a time, as well there may. 
When sudden tribulation smites thine heart, 

And thou dost come to me for help and stay 
And comfort — how shall I perform my part? 

How shall I make my heart a resting place, 

A shelter safe for thee when terrors smite? 

How shall I bring the sunshine to thy face, 

And dry thy tears in bitter woe’s despite? 

How shall I win strength to keep my voice 
Steady and firm, although I hear thy sobs? 

How shall I bid thy fainting soul rejoice, 

Nor mar the counsel of mine own heart-throbs? 

Love, my love, teaches me a certain way, 

So, if the dark hour comes, I am thy stay. 

I must live higher, nearest the reach 
Of angels in their blessed truthfulness; 

Learn their usefulness, ere I can teach 

Content to thee whom I would gladly bless. 

Ah me! what woe were mine if thou should’st come 
Troubled, but trusting, unto me for aid. 

And I should meet thee, powerless and dumb, 
Willing to help thee, but confused, afraid? 

It shall not happen thus, for I will rise, 

Grod helping me, to higher life, and gain 

Courage and strength to give thee counsel wise, 

And deeper love to bless thee in thy pain; 

Fear not, dear love I thy trial hour shall be 
The dearest bond between my heart and thee. 

All the Tear Mound* 
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Some hearts go hungering through the world, 
And never hnd the love they seek; 

Some lips with pride or scorn are curled, 

To hide the pain they may not speak; 

The eye may flash, the mouth may smile, 

The voice in gladdest music thrill, 

And yet beneath them all the while, 

The hungry heart be pining still. 

O, eager eyes which gaze afar! 

O, arms which clasp the empty air! 

Not all unmarked your sorrows are, 

Not all unpitied your despair, 

Smile, patient lips, so proudly dumb; 

When life’s frail tent at last is furled. 

Your glorious recompense shall come, 

O hearts, that hanger through the world! 


When the pale wreath is laid upon the tomb, 
Love’s last fond homage offered to the dead, 
And the bereft, with tears and drooping head. 
Bid mute farewell on sadly turning home, 
Sister and brother, widowed love and friend. 
Review, as in a solemn vision then, 

Their dear one’s iife, its bliss and bitter pain. 
Its restless hopes now ever at an end. 

The common thought lifts them above despair. 
One brief thanksgiving is on every tongue : 
That faithful heart shall never more be wrung 
With cold unkindness or with aching care ; 
That generous mind no stern rebuffs shall vex ; 
That busy brain no problems dire perplex. 


It sometimes happens that two friends will meet, 
And, with a smile and touch of hands, again 
Go on their way along the noisy street. 
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Each is so sure of all the friendship sweet. 

The loving silence gives no thought of pain. 

And so, I think, those friends whom we call dead 
Are with us. It may be some quiet hour. 

Or time of busy work for hand or head — 

Their love fills all the heart that missed them so. 

They bring a sweet assurance of the life 
Serene, above the worry that we know; 

And we grow braver for the comfort brought. 

Why should we mourn because they do not speak 
Our words that lie so far below their thought? 

Sunday J^ternoon. 

And this is life : to live, to love, to lose ! 

To feel a joy stir, like an unsung song, 

The deep, unwrit emotions of our souls ; 

Then, when we fain would utter it, to find 
Our glad lips stricken dumb. To watcb a hope 
Climb like a rising star, till from the heights 
Of fair existence, it sends luster down. 

Whose radiance makes earth^^s very shadows shine, 
Then suddenly to see it disappear, 

Leaving a bleak, appalling emptiness 
In all the sky it did illuminate. 

To build up, stone by stone, a temple fair, 

On whose white altars we do burn our days ; 

To form its arches of our dearest dreams ; 

To shape its pillars of our strongest strength, 

Then suddenly to see that temple fall, 

A broken and irreparable wreck — 

Its shape all shapeless, and its formless form 
In ruthless ruin’s unrelenting grasp. 

To veil our shrinking eyes, lest they should see 
Life’s grim appraisers, death and burial, 

Come down the path that leads across our hearts, 
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To write us paupers in the book of love. 

To dream, in all life’s happy arrogance — 

Life’s proud proportions limitless, then find 
Life’s limit limited by one fresh grave — 

To stand beside that new-made mound, and feel 
’Within that cell is locked forever up 
The precious honey, gathered drop by drop 
From out the fairest jflower-fields of our souls ; 
Lonely and desolate to cast ourselves, 

In some white city of the silent, down 
Beside some cold, forbidding marble door, 

And feel ourselves forever shut away 

From that which was our dearest and our own ; — 

To know, however earnestly we knock, 

That door will ne’er be opened unto us — 

To know the dweller there will never step 
Beyond the boundary of that cruel gate ; 

To know, howe’er we plead, no lip therein 
"Will break into its old accustomed smile, 

The folded hands stretch out no welcomings, 

The fastened eyelids never lift themselves 
Again in answering anguish, or glad love. 

From out the frozen bondage of their sleep. 

’Tis thus to love, and bury out of sight 
Some precious darling of our dearest years, 

Some far outstretched root of our own hearts, 

Some flowery branch that we had hoped to train 
Along the loftiest trellises of hope. 

Life, love and loss ! Three little words that make 
The compass of that varied road which lies 
Stretched out between our swaddles and our shroud ! 
Life, love and loss ! Three ripples on one brook; 
Three unstemmed currents emptying themselves 
Into one vast and vague eternity. 
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Great, indeed, is the task assigned to woman. Who 
oan elevate its dignity? Not to make laws, not to lead 
armies, not to govern enterprises; but to form those hj 
whom laws are made, armies are led, empires are governed. 
To guard against the slightest taint of bodily infirmity, the 
frail, yet spotless creature, whose moral no less than physi- 
cal being must be derived from her; to inspire those princi- 
ples, to inculcate those doctrines, to animate those senti- 
ments which generations yet unborn, arsd nations yet un- 
civilized, shall learn to bless.- To soften firmness into 
mercy and chasten honor into refinement; to exalt generos- 
ity into virtue; by a soothing care to allay the anguish of 
the body and the far worse anguish of the mind; by her 
tenderness to disarm passion; by her purity to triumph 
over sense; to cheer the scholar sinking under his toil; to 
console the statesman for the ingratitude of a mistaken peo- 
ple; to be compensation for friends that are perfidious, for 
happiness that has passed away — such is her vocation. 
The couch of the tortured sufferer, the prison of the de- 
serted friend, the cross of the rejected Saviour — these are 
the theaters on which her greatest triumphs have been 
achieved. Such is her destiny: to visit the forsaken, to at- 
tend the neglected; when monarchs abandon, when counsel- 
ors betray, when justice persecutes, when brethren and dis- 
ciples flee, to remain unshaken and unchanged; and to ex- 
hibit in this lower world a type of that love, pure, constant 
and ineffable, which in another world we are taught to be- 
lieve the test of virtue. 

JBlac^oad^s. 

But time would fail to attempt to catalogue the grand 
women of the last twenty-five years alone, who, according 
to the generally recognized theory of woman’s life, have 
been superfluous, because unmarried women — social fail- 
ures,” as Sir Henry James calls them. All through the 
land, in homes and outside of them, I find these women, 
un wedded, in the vulgar parlance of everyday speech 
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called old maids,” Tvith a shrug of the shoulder, and a 
slight dash of scorn; in the finer language of sociologists and 
essayists denominated ‘‘superfluous women.” They have 
been brave enough to elect to walk through life alone, when 
some man has asked them in marriage, whom they could 
not love. With white lips they said “No,” while their 
hearts have said “Yes,” because duty demanded of them 
the sacrifice of their own happiness. Their lives have been 
the stepping stones for the advancement of younger sisters; 
they have earned the money to carry brothers through col- 
lege into professions; like the caryatides of architecture, 
they stand in their places and uphold, the roof over a de- 
pendent household; they invert the order of nature and 
become mothers to the aged, childish parents, fathers and 
mothers, whose failing feet they guide gently down the hill 
of life, and whose withered hands they, by and by, fold be- 
neath the daisies; they carry words of cheer and a world of 
comfort to households invaded by trouble, sickness or death. 
The dusty years stretch far behind them; beauty and come- 
liness drop away from them, and they grow faded and care- 
worn ; they become nobodies to the hurrying, rushing, bust- 
ling world, and by and by they will slip out into the gloom 
— the shadows will veil them forever from earthly sight — 
the great surprise of joyful greeting will welcome them, 
and they will thrill to the embrace of the Heavenly Bride- 
groom. 

Mary Af Livermore, 

They were living to themselves; self, with its hopes and 
promises and dreams, still had hold of them: but the Lord 
began to fulfill their prayers. They had asked for contri- 
tion, and He sent them sorrow; they had asked for purity, 
and He sent them thrilling anguish; they had asked to be 
meek, and He had broken their hearts; they had asked to be 
dead to the world, and He slew all their living hopes; they 
had asked to be made like unto Him, and He had placed 
them in the furnace, sitting by as a “refiner of silver,” till 
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thej siiould reflect His image; they had asked to lay hold 
of His cross, and when He had reached it to them, it lacer-» 
ated their hands* 


Theoitgh coart, and through mart, and through college^ 
The grand truth is working at length — 

There’s a purity wiser than knowledge, 

There’s a righteousness stronger than strength. 

And though pride unto pride hath erected 
The temple of state and the tower, 

God again, what the builders rejected, 

Uplifteth in honor and power. 

And in woman unshackled — ^the token 
That justice, faith, truth are to reign; 

That the bow shall be shaftless and broken, 

The scepter cast aside and the chain. 

That no more to the loves and soft languor 
Is fair Amaryllis to slave, 

While wrongs front her impotent angers, 

But the sword shall strike aud shall save. 

And her virtue, the Esau, the Nero, 

The traitor, shall blast with its light; 

Like the shield of the fabled Ruggero, 

Its luster shall be for her might. 

Then at last, from the deathful reposing. 

Human hope shall awake to God’s day; 

And the stone, its cold sepulchre closing, 

The angels of God roll away. 

Then the nation shall gird for high duty, 

And live to the purpose of God; 

And the arm man has kissed but for beauty 
Shall share with him balance and rod. 

jRev, i2. i2. McWulty. 
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With gentle looks and hearts made calm by sorrow, 

I see them moving on their earthly way, 

They wait, in patience, what may come to-morrow, 
Faithful to all the duties of to-day; 

They watch around the bedsides of the dying, 

And soothe the sufferers with their quiet cares; 

They seek the homes where new-born grief is crying, 
And mingle service with their silent prayers. 

The bloom of youth, the blush of early roses, 

Has faded long ago from off their cheek, 

But in its stead a holy peace reposes, 

A heavenly beauty, angel-like and meek; 

The mirth and song, the choral of the dances, 

Have died away amid departed years, 

The eyes look upward now, with loving glances, 

And death itself is shorn of all its fears. 

It is the same old, ever-blessed story, 

Of holy women clinging round the cross; 

They bad not seen the Lord’s transfiguring glory, 

But they were with him in his shame and loss; 

Around his grave, with ointments and sweet spices, 
They hovered, as the birds about their nest; 

For love like theirs dies not in cold surmises, 

But kindles courage in the humblest breast. 

The costliest service human hands can render 
Comes without cost — is never bought and sold; 

It flows from human hearts, by love made tender, 

And moves above the purchase power of gold. 

On the same paths where selfish greed is stalking, 
Rating all virtue at a market price, 

These saintly feet unselfishly are walking, 

To comfort pain and heal the wounds of vice. 

Then tell me not that earth is wholly barren. 

While these angelic souls still linger here; 

Sweeter than roses in the vale of Sharon 
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Are their kind deeds, besprinkled with a tear; 

And heaven itself above their path is bending, 

To watoh their acts of mercy, day by davj 
And angel bands are on their steps attending. 

To shed a glory o’er their shining way. 

jRev* «r. AT. Tarb&ic, 


XX. 

SUISrBUESTS. 

The ocean stood like crystal. The soft air 
Stirred not the glassy waves, but sweetly there 
Had rooked itself to slumber. The blue sky 
Leaned silently above, and all its high 
And azure-circled roof, beneath the wave, 

Was imaged back, and seemed the deep to pave 
With its transparent beauty. While, between 
The waves and sky, a few white clouds were seen 
Floating upon their wings of feathery gold, 

As if they knew some charm the universe enrolled. 

A holy stillness came, while, in the ray 
Of heaven’s soft light, a delicate foam-wreath lay 
Like silver on the sea. Look ! look I why shine 
Those floating bubbles, with such light divine? 
They break, and from their midst a lily form 
Rises from out the wave, in beauty warm. 

The wave is by the blue-veined feet scarce prest, 
Her silky ringlets float about her breast, 

Veiling its fairy loveliness. While her eye 
Is soft and *deep as the blue heaven is high. 

The beautiful is born, and sea and earth 
May well revere the hour of that mysterious birth. 

M, a w. 
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What shall we say of flowers — those flatning banners 
of the vegetable world, which march in such various and 
splendid triumph before the coming of its fruits? 

Duke> of Argyll, 

Of too much beauty let us complain when we have had a 
jspring day too delightful, a sunbeam too delicately spun, an 
autumn too abundant. The finest writers in the world have 
been the most luxuriant. 

G-ilfillan, 


Nature never did betray 
The heart that loved her. ’Tis her privilege, 
Through all the years of this our life, to lead 
From joy to joy ; for she can so inform 
The mind that is within us, so impress 
With quietness and beauty, and so feed 
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues, 
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men, 
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all 
The dreary intercourse of daily life. 

Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb 
Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold. 

Is full of blessings. 

Therefore let the moon 
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk ; 

And let the misty mountain winds be free 
To blow against thee ; and, in after years. 

When these wild ecstasies shall be matured 
Into a sober pleasure ; when the mind 
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms; 

Thy memory be as a dwelling-place 

For all sweet sounds and harmonies ; oh! then, 

If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief. 

Should be thy portion, with what heS^ling thoughts 
Of tender joy wilt thou remember me. 

And these my exhortations I 


WordswoTtK 
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FASTE2f your souls sQ high, that constantly 
The smile of your heroic cheer may float 
Above all floods of earthly agonies. 

Purification being the joy of pain. 

JElizabeth J?. jBmwnimg, 

A THI2^G of beauty is a joy forever; 

Its loveliness increases; it will never 

Pass into nothingness; but still will keep 

A bower quiet for us, and a sleep 

Pull of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing. 

Therefore on every morrow are we wreathing 

A flowery band to bind us to the earth. 

Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth 
Of noble natures, of the gloomy days. 

Of all the unhealthy and o’erdarkened ways 
Made for our searching; yes, in spite of all, 

Some shape of beauty moves away the pall 
From our dark spirits. 

Keats- 


My heart is awed within me, when I think 
Of the great miracle that still goes on 
In silence round me — ^the perpetual work 
Of thy creation, finished, yet renewed 
Forever. Written on thy works I read 
The lesson of thy own eternity. 

Lo! all grow old and die — but, see again! 
How on the faltering footsteps of decay 
Youth presses — ever gay and beautiful youth 
In all its beautiful forms. These lofty trees 
Wave not less proudly than their ancestors 
Moulder beneath them. Ob, there is not lost 
One of earth’s charms; upon her bosom yet, 
After the fight of untold centuries, 

The freshness of her far beginning lies. 

And yet shall lie. 


BryanU 



208 


GOLDEN GLEAMS. 


As nightingales do upon glow-worms feed, 

So poets live upon the living light of nature and beauty. 

Bailey. 

God has made this world very fair. He fashioned it in 
beauty when there was no eye to behold it but his own. 
All along the wild forest he has carved the forms of beauty. 
Every hill and dale and tree and landscape is a picture of 
beauty. Every cloud and mist- wreath and vapor-veil is a 
shadowy reflection of beauty. Every spring and rivulet, 
every river and lake and ocean, is a glassy mirror of beauty. 
Every diamond and rock and pebbly beach is a mine of 
beauty. Every sea and planet and star is a blazing face 
of beauty. All along the aisles of earth, all over the arches 
of heaven, all through the expanse of the universe, are scat- 
tered in rich and infinite profusion the life germs of beauty. 
All natural motion is beauty in action. Prom the mote 
that plays its little frolic in the sunbeam, to the world that 
blazes along the sapphire spaces of the firmament, are visi- 
ble the ever varying features of the enrapturing spirit of 
beauty. 


All things have something more than barren use: 

There is a scent upon the brier, 

A tremulous splendor in the autumn dews; 

Cold morns are fringed with fire. 

The clodded earth goes up in sweet- breathed flowers;. 

In music dies poor human speech; 

And in beauty blow those hearts of ours ' 

When love is born in each. 

Life is transfigured in the soft and tender 
Light of love, as a volume dun 
Of rolling smoke becomes a wreathed splendor 
In the declining sun. 

Alexander Smith. 
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Flow on forever, in thy glorioos robe 
Of terror and of beauty. God hath set 
His rainbow on thy forehead, and the clouds 
Mantled around thy feet; and he doth give 
Thy voice of thunder power to speak of Mm 
Eternally, bidding the lip of man 
Keep silence, and upon thy rocky altar pour 
Incense of awe-struck praise. 

Mrs, Sigourney 
(Apostrophe to Nia-gam.) 

The flowers of rhetoric are only acceptable when backed 
by the evergreens of truth and sense. 

Macaulay, 


Each in his hidden sphere of joy or woe, 

Our hermit-spirits dwell and range apart; 

Our eyes see all around, in gloom or glow, 

Hues of their own, fresh borrowed from the heart. 


I STOOD beside my window one stormy winter day, 

And watched the light, white snow flakes flutter past; 
And I saw, though each one wandered its silent, separate 
way. 

They all sank down upon the ground at last. 

“ So men must lie down, too,” I said, 

‘‘When life is past.” 

From out the selfsame window, when soft spring days were 
come, 

I watched the fair, white clouds that sailed the blue; 
Could those bright, pearly wonders far up in heaven’s high 
dome 

Be the old, wintry snow-banks that I knew? 

“ So men shall one day rise again,” 

I whispered, “ too.” 

Caroline Leslie, 


U 
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The path of duty in this world is not all gloom or sadness 
or darkness. Like the roads of the South, it is hedged 
with everbloom, pure and white as snow. It is only when 
we turn to the right hand or the left that we are lacerated 
by piercing thorns and concealed dangers. 

Hev- James Dinsmore Kerr. 

Sweet day! so cool, so calm, so bright, 

The bridal of the earth and sky. 

The dew shall weep thy fall to-night, 

For thou must die. 

Gfeorge Herbert. 

'Whither amidst falling dew, 

While glow the heavens with the last steps of day, 

Far through their rosy depths dost thou pursue 
Thy solitary way? 

There is a power whose care 

Teaches thy way along that pathless coast, 

The desert and illimitable air, 

Lone wandering, but not lost. 

He who, from zone to zone, 

Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight, 

In the long way that I must tread alone 
Will lead my steps aright. 

Bryant^ 

(To a Water Fowl.) 

Oh heart of God that pities all! 

Oh Love that gives and takes away! 

Confused and faint, on thee we call, 

Yet know not how we ought to pray. 

Save this, that in our doubt and fear, 

We wait as loving children should; 

We cannot see nor far nor near, 

But trust that somehow all is good. 


Tennyson. 
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Theeb is a pleasure in the pathless wcsntisj 
There is a rapture on the lonely shore; 

There is society, where none intrudes, 

By the deep sea, and music in its roar. 

JBijmn, 

Aisr hour of solitude, passed in sincere and earnest prayer 
or conflict with, and conquest over, a sing^le passion or sub- 
tle bosom sin, will teach us more of thought, will more 
effectually awaken the faculty, and form the habit of rafieo- 
tion than a year’s study in the schools without them. 

Coleridge, 


Natuee denied him much, 

But gave him at his birth what most he values — 

A passionate love for music, sculpture, painting; 

For poetry — the language of the Gods; 

For all things here or grand or beautiful — 

The setting sun, a lake among the mountains, 

The light of an ingenuous countenance. 

And what transcends them all — a noble action. 

Samuel Rogers, 

PoetI I come to touch thy lance with mine; 

Not as a knight, who on the listed field 
Of tournay touched his adversary’s shield 
In token of defiance, but in sign 
Of homage to the mastery, which is thine 
In English song; nor will I keep concealed, 

And voiceless as a rivulet frost-congealed, 

My admiration for thy verse divine. 

Not of the howling dervishes of song, 

Who craze the brain with their delirious dance, 
Art thou, O sweet historian of the heart! 

Therefore to thee the laurel leaves belong, 

To thee our love and our allegiance, 

For thy allegiance to the poet’s art. 

Henry W, Longfellow to Alfred Tennyson, 
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To the pure mind alone hath solitude 
Its charms. To that base nature which 
Runs to daily riot in the carnival of 
Sin, there is no sweetness in the calm 
Seclusion of the forest shade. 

For the deep quiet that doth reign 
Around is but a torturing contrast 
To the sad turmoil within the breast, 

And there would conscience sting him to the quick. 
But, to the mind endued with nobler 
Aims, it is a treat, indeed, to seat one’s 
Self upon some fallen trunk, which in 
Its palmy days upreared itself in stately 
Pride, and waived on high its vernal 
Branches in the summer breeze, and 
There to feast the eyes on the rich 
Landscape spread before our gaze, while 
On the listening ear doth fall the melody 
Of singing birds, the hum of insects, and 
The soft sound of tinkling bells, borne 
By the well-fed kine, as wandering 
Homewards they stoop to crop the dewy herbage by 
the way. 

And though, perchance, we may not 
Own one foot of soil on which we look, 

Yet is the whole beauteous picture ours, 

Framed in its fair margin of shady 
Woods and sunlit skies. ’Tis from 
A scene like this, the soul doth rise 
On eager wings, to lay its tribute of 
Adoring praise before that Being bright. 

Who made the earth and clothed it with 
Its vernal robe, and spangled it with 
Perfumed flowers, decked it with the 
Golden light of day, and gave it as 
A heritage for man. To Him be all the praise I 
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We will grieve not ; rather find 
Strength in what remains behind, 

In the primal sympathy, 

Which having been must ever be, 

In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering. 

In the faith that looks through death, 

In years that bring the philosophic mind. 

Wordmorth. 

Come ! for thy day, thy wasted day, is closing. 

With all its joy and sun; 

Bright, loving hours have pass’d thee by, unheeded; 
Thy work on earth undone — 

And all thy race unrun. 

Folly and pleasure hast thou still been chasing, 

With the world’s giddy throng; 

Beauty and love have been thy golden idols; 

And thou hast rushed along, 

Still list’ning to their song. 

Sorrow and weeping thou hast cast behind thee; 

B^or what were tears to thee? 

Life was not life without the smile and sunshine; 
Only in revelry 
Did wisdom seem to be. 

Unclasp, O man! the syren hand of pleasure; 

Let the gay folly go! 

A few quick years will bring the unwelcome ending; 
Then whither dost thou go — 

To endless joy, or woe? 

Clasp a far truer hand, a kinder, stronger, 

Of Him, the crucified; ? 

Let in a deeper love into thy spirit — 

The love of Him who died, 

And now is glorifi;ed! 
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Do you see, my friend, that beautiful picture of Corregio, 
and again, that Yenus of Titian, and that incomparable 
picture of Annibale Carracci? Ah! my poor friend, I must 
quit all that. Adieu, dear paintings that I have loved so 
much, and that have cost me so dear! 

Cardinal Mazarin, 

Teaks, idle tears — I know not what they mean — 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 

In looking on the happy Autumn fields. 

And thinking of the days that are no more. 

Tennyson, 


O piety! O heavenly piety! 

She is not rigid, as fanatics deem. 

But warm as love, and beautiful as hope. 

Prop of the weak, the crown of humbleness, 
The clue of doubt, the eyesight of the blind, 
The heavenly robe and garniture of clay. 

He that is crowned with that supernal crown. 
Is lord and sovereign of himself and fate, 

And angels are his friends and ministers. 

Clad in that raiment, ever white and pure, 

The wayside mire is harmless to defile, 

And rudest storms sweep impotently by. 

The pilgrim wandering amid crags and pits, 
Supported by that staff shall never fall: 

He smiles at peril and defies the storm. 

Shown by that clue, the doubtful path is clear; 
The intricate snares and mazes of the world 
Are all unlabyrinthed and bright as day. 

Sweet piety! divinest piety! 

She has a soul capacious as the spheres, 

A heart as large as all humanity. 
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Who to his dwelling takes that visitant. 

Has a perpetual solace in all pain, 

A friend and comforter in every grief. 

The noblest domes, the haughtiest palaces 
That know not her, have ever open gates 
Where misery may enter at her will. 

But from the threshold of the poorest hut,, 
Where she sits smiling, sorrow passes by. 
And owns the spell that robs her of her sting. 


It is thy voice that floats above the din. 

Clear as a silver bell; 

We hear thee, Saviour ! through the strife of sin, 
Thy servants heed thee well; 

Beyond all others, through the upper air 
That voice comes pure and sweet. 

Like chimes, that from a steeple tall and fair, 

Break o’er the clamorous street. 

Not all, O Lord ! may walk erect and know 
The music of that sound; 

Some cannot hear thee till their heads are low, 

Ay, level with the ground! 

And yet for them, heart-humbled and alone. 
Spumed as the crowds go by, 

There is a power in the royal tone 
To set them up on high. 

Thy sheep shall hear thy voice, on plain or hill, 
Through flood or wilderness, 

In the green pastures, by the waters still, 

In joy or sharp distress. 

Thy call will reach them, sometimes loud and near. 
Then faint and far away; 

O thou good Shepherd ! grant that heart and ear 
May listen and obey I 


Sarah Doudney, 
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Mastee ! to do great work for thee, ray hand 
Is far too weak. Thou givest what may suit — 
Some little chips to cut with care minute, 

Or tint, or grave, or polish. Others stand 
Before their quarried marble, fair and grand. 

And make a life-work of the great design 
Which thou hast traced; or, many-skilled, combine 
To build vast temples, gloriously planned, 

Yet take the tiny stones which I have wrought, 

Just one by one, as they were given by thee, 

Not knowing what came next in thy wise thought. 
Set each stone by thy master hand of grace. 

Form the mosaic as thou wilt, for me. 

And in thy temple* pavement give it place. 

Frances Fidley JSarergal. 

I THOUGHT to work for Him. “ Master !” I said, 

‘‘ Behold how wide the fields, and the good seed 
How few to sow. For Thee all toil were sweet — 

Oh, bid me go! ” He stayed my eager feet. 

Not tlia% my child ! the task I have for thee.” 

“ Thou seest. Lord ! how white the harvest bends, 

How worn the reapers are. Their cry ascends 
For help, more help to garner up the grain — 

Here am I, Lord! send me.” Alas! In vain! 

The Master saith, “ Let others bind the sheaves.” 

Thy lambs, dear Lord ! are straying from the fold. 
Their feet are stumbling o’er the mountains cold. 

Far in the night I hear their piteous cry — 

Let me bring back the wanderers ere they die.” 

“No. Other hands must lead them home again.” 

“ Dear Master ! dost thou see the bitter tears 
The mourners shed? Through all the long sad years, 
Their wails ascend. Wilt thou not bid me say. 

Thy hand shall wipe each mourner’s tears away! ” 

“ My child ! I know their griefs, and I will heal !” 
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’Tis not for thee to sow the deathless seed, 

Nor thine to bind the sheaves; nor thine to lead 
The lost lambs back into their fold again. 

Nor yet to soothe the heart sore crushed with pain; 

For thee, my child 1 another task is set.” 

And then He led me to my darkened room, 

And there amid the silence and the gloom. 

My task I found. But I am well content 
To bear the pain and weakness He hath sent, 

Rejoiced that I can suffer for His sake. 

Why shouldst thou fill to-day with sorrow 
About to-morrow, 

My heart? 

One watches all with care most true ; 

Doubt not that He will give thee, too, 

Thy part. 

Only be steadfast; never waver, 

Nor seek earth’s favor, 

But rest; 

Thou knowest what God wills must be 
For all his creatures, so for thee, 

The best. 

Paul Fleming. 

There is no death I what seems so is transition; 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but the suburb of the life elysian 
Whose portals we call death. 

Longfellcm. 

OuE dead are never dead to us until we have forgotten 
them ; they can be injured by us, they can be wounded; 
they know all our penitence, all our aching sense that their 
place is empty, all the kisses we bestow on the smallest 
relic of their presence. 


George Eliot, 
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Halt! Who passes, friend or foe? 

Friend? Advancel The countersign 1 
What! No word? Surely I know 
That step of thine. 

’T is mine ancient enemy, 

Woe betide his stealthy grace 1 
Through the shadows I can see 
How he veils his face. 

List the murmur of the pines, 

Like a dirge, mournful and low I 
How the dusky, clinging vines 
Waver to and fro I 

Help! his hand is at my heart! 

Whither has ray courage flown? 

Is there none to take my part? 

Must I fall alone? 

I have fought thee long and well — 

All in vain ! at last I yield! 

Lo! the mask that veiled him fell, 

And an angel stood revealed ! 

A. H, S. 


There is no death! The stars go down 
To shine upon some fairer shore, 

And bright in Heaven’s jeweled crown 
They shine for evermore. 

There is no death! The dust we tread 
Shall change beneath the summer showers 
To golden grain, or mellow fruit, 

Or rainbow-tinted flowers. 

There is no death! The leaves may fall, 

The flowers may fade and pass away — 
They only wait through wintry hours 
The coming of the May. 
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There is no death! An ang^el form 
Walks o’er the earth with silent tread, 

He bears our best beloved away, 

And then we call them dead.^^ 

He leaves our hearts all desolate, 

He plucks our fairest, sweetest flowers — 

Transplanted into bliss, they now 
Adorn immortal bowers. 

The birdlike voice, whose joyous tones 
Make glad this scene of sin and strife, 

Sings now in everlasting song 
Amid the tree of life. 

And where he sees a smile too bright, 

Or hearts too pure for taint and vice, 

He bears them to that world of light, 

To dwell in paradise. 

Born into that undying life, 

They leave us but to come again; 

With joy we welcome them — the same 
Except in sin and pain. 

And ever near us, though unseen. 

The dear immortal spirits tread, 

For all the boundless universe 
Is life — ^there are no dead I 

Lord Li/tton, 

Thott canst not frown, O Death! Thy sullen brow 
Is marble-cast; thine ear is deaf and dead 
To sound; thine eyes are blind, and thou art led 
By wandering chance, nor knowest where or how; 
Nor smile nor frown can move thy visage, now. 

To fill the cup of joy, or pain. ’Tis said 
Thou hast no touch of sorrow for the bed 
Of anguish; thou dost scorn both weal and woe, 

And, merciless and pitiless, dost change 
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The purposes of men, with frosted breath; 

Dost snap sweet ties and gentle bonds of love, 

And in thy prison-house — ^the grave — with strange, 
Relentless hand, dost bind the soul, O Death ! 

And cheat the spirit of its home above. 

Yet, Death ! thou art not victor. Through the gloom 
Of thy veiled face, like some dim-visioned height 

In shadow, dawns the spirit’s quenchless light 

The vast reality of love — ^to loom 
Beyond the shuddering silence of the tomb! 

O, Christly faith ! but lift, in gentle might, 

The standard of thy Master, and the night 
Doth melt in day, sublimer thought doth bloom 
And flower, and holier laws compel the heart. 

Till, uncompelled, all souls, made true as free. 

Shall hear, enwrapped, the voiceless, heavenly choirs, 
In unimagined glorias, impart 
The perfect song of immortality, 

The full fruition of divine desires 1 

S- jST. Thayer. 

Cali, me not dead when I, indeed, have gone 
Into the company of the ever-living. 

High and most glorious poets ! Let thanksgiving 
Rather be made. Say, ‘^He at last hath won 
Rest and release, converse supreme and wise, 

Music and song and light of immortal faces. 
To-day, perhaps, wandering in starry places, 

He hath met Keats, and known him by his eyes. 
To-morrow (who can say?) Shakespeare may pass, — 
And our lost friend just catch one syllable 
Of that three-centuried wit that kept so well. 

Or Milton, — or Dante, looking on the grass. 
Thinking of Beatrice, and listening still 
To chanted hymns that sound from the heav- 
enly hill. 


BcT%bner^8» 



ECHOiB. 


221 


So live, that when thy summons comes to Join 
The innumerable caravan which moves 
To that mysterious realm, where each shall take 
His chamber in the silent halls of death. 

Thou go not like the quarry-slave at night 
Scourged to his dungeon ; but, sustain’d and sooth’d 
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave 
Like one that draws the drapery of his couch 
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams. 

JBryamL 


XXL 

ECHOES. 

Thbke are many echoes in the world, and but few voices. 

Qotthe. 

'Tones are the cadences which emotion gives to thought. 

H&riert Spencer, 

Music is the inarticulate speech of the heart, which csio- 
not be compressed into words, because it is infinite. 

Wagmr, 

Words are not essential to the existence of thought — 
only to its expression. 

Dugald Stewart. 

Thinking- is the talking of the soul with itself. 

Plato. 

Were it not for music we might, in these days, say, the 
beautiful is dead. 


D PsraelL 
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Music has a grammar and a syntax, but no speech. Har- 
mony is the angelic and divine tongue. No words are 
necessary to ecstacy. When the soul speaks its syllables 
are sighs, and its eloquence the melody of the birds. 

John TF. Forney* 

The music of art is but the imitation of the music of 
nature; there are voices of grief in the winds, joy in the 
songs of spring and melody in the rippling stream. These 
jEolian strains God employs to educate the finer feelings; 
and man, conspiring to the same result, adds these artificial 
charms, which elevate the sentiment, quicken the imagina- 
tion, touch the heart, transport the soul and draw the finite 
closer to the infinite. 

W* H* Robertson. 

Music, as it rises from the family altar or echoes from 
the sanctuary, addresses the highest and holiest emotions 
of the soul. 

Re'o. J. M. Smith. ' 


Week music grieves, the past 
Eeturns in tears. 

Alexander Smith. 

Music, in its highest form, seems a pensive memory. 

Ravid Swing* 

The foot always steps more lightly and willingly when 
there is a band of music in front. 

David Swing* 

Music should strike fire from the heart of man, and 
bring tears from the eyes of woman. 

Beethoven* 

Song shall be heard as long as fields are green, and 
skies are blue, and woman’s face is fair. 

Alexander Smith* 
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PoETEY is the marriage of music to passionate sentiment 


Musical! how much lies in that A musical thought is 
one spoken by a mind that has penetrated into the inner- 
most heart of the thing, detected the inmost mystery of it, 
namely, the melody that lies hidden in it, the inward har- 
mony of coherence which is its soul, whereby it exists, and 
has a right to be in this world. All inmost things, we may 
say, are melodious, naturally utter themselves in song. 
The meaning of song goes deep. Who is there that in Ic^- 
cal words can express the effect music has on us. A kind 
of inarticulate, unfathomable speech which leads us to the 
edge of the infinite, and lets us for moments gaze into that. 

Carlyle* 

When troubles come, go at them with songs. When 
griefs arise, sing them down. Lift the voice of praise 
against cares. They sing in heaven, and among God’s peo- 
ple on earth; song is the appropriate language of Christaan 
feeling. 

JBeecher* 


The devil cannot stand music. 


JLuther. 


The man that hath no music in himself, 

Nor is not moved by concord of sweet sounds, 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils. 

4e 

Let no such man be trusted. 

Shakespeare. 

This is the luxury of music. It touches every key of 
memory, and stirs all the hidden springs of sorrow and of 
joy. I love it for what it makes me forget, and for what it 
makes me remember. 


Belle Brittain. 
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What martial music is 
be to humanity. 


to marching men, should song 
Alexander Smith, 


The musician by profession hears, in an orchestral per- 
formance, every instrument, and every single tone, whilst 
one unacquainted with the art is wrapped up in the mas- 
sive effect of the whole. 

Goethe, 


What is commonly called musical criticism is a misnomer. 
If we have heard a piece of music before, if it be pleasantly 
associated in our history, if it recall fond scenes of the past, 
which we would fain renew, we love it, we praise its every 
repetition, the merits of the tune being measured by the 
amount of emotion it has stirred within us. Now all this is 
purely personal, and, in truth, not far from selfish. Such 
judgments are worthless, being often unsound in fact, and 
always unsafe in principle. 

Jonathan Edioards^ B.D, 

PoETEY, and its twin-sister. Music, are the most sublime 
and spiritual of arts, and are much more akin to the genius 
of Christianity, and minister far more copiously to the pur- 
poses of devotion and edification than Architecture, Paint- 
ing or Sculpture. They employ word and tone, and can 
speak thereby more directly to the spirit than the plastic 
arts by stone and color, and give more adequate expression 
to the whole wealth of thought and feeling. 

Schaff, 

Music hath an impressive, as well as an expressive, power 
and purpose. 

Ira D. Sankey, 

Music! we love it for the buried hopes, the garnered 
memories, the tender feelings, it can summon at a touch. 

Miss L, E, Landon, 
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Anb the flight shiill be hikd %¥ith iinisie, 
AikI the cares that infest the daj 
Shall fold their tents like the Arabs, 

And as silently steal away. 


Music washes 
life. 


away from the soul the dust of everjilay 

AmerkxcA- 


Oh, let ns carry hence, each one, 

Some kindly word, some look, some tone, 
Into his after-life, to be 

Treasured heart-deep and carried home — 
An echo from the distant sea, 

A thing of joy to memory. 

In all the years to come ! 


I STAND by every word I utter when I sing, and feel I 
must to the death. It is not alone song with me — melodi- 
ous sounds — it is the lesson inculcated: hope in the future, 
bright joys to come, the mercy of an a! I- wise GchL I 
would not sing a wicked or a frivolous word before my audi- 
ence for anything on earth. 

Madame Antoin^te Sterling. 

It does seem that God in His mystery has some time 
put out the eyes of poets, and stopped the ears of musicians, 
to admit them to glimpses of His own glories, and whisper 
to them His own harmonies. 

A. jP. MmmlL 

Liteeaturh is the immortality of speech. 

SchlegeL 

The literature of an age is but the mirror of its prevalent 
tendencies. 


15 


The Nation. 
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Tub literature of tlia is tli«> photograpb of its loading 
i»©a and women. 


David ^Sming, 


Simn |>eo|>Ie eiiekiin,, Give me no anecdotes of an aii- 
tlior, hut give me his works; ” and yet I have often found 
that the anecdotes are more interesting than the works. 

D"^ Israel L 


I HAVE never met but one man who knew how to read 
Emerson intelligently, and that is James A. Garfield. He 
mys that the way to understand Emerson’s writings is to 
begin at the end and read backwards. 

Bronson AlcotL 


The true test of poetry is the substance which remains 
when the poetry is reduced to prose. 

Goethe- 


Op every noble work the silent part is best; 

Of all expression, that which cannot be expressed. 

W- W- Story- 


His choicest verse is harsher-toned than he. 

Lowell (On Longfellow). 

Evbet man has some peculiar train of thought which he 
falls back upon when alone. This, to a great degree, molds 
the man. 

Dugald Stemart, 

You don’t want a diction gathered from the newspapers, 
caught from the air, common and unsuggestive; but you 
want one whose every word is full-freighted with suggestion 
and amociation, with beauty and power. 

Ghoate- 

Thos® that think must govern those that toil. 

Goldsmith- 



£CiJOJEa 


Deef feeling Is contagions. Words poured fortli ftmm 
bijrriiiig hearts are sure to kindle the hearts of others. 
Hearts that cao stand everything eke are often melted liy » 
tear. Let the heart palpitate in every line, and barn ia 
every word. 


A I^ITTLB said and truly said 
Can deeper joy impart 
Than hosts of words that reach the head. 
But never touch the heart. 


Minos that have nothing to confer 
Find little to perceive. 

WordswoHh* 


Nothino will make a man more persuasive than to really 
need a thing, and to be determined to have it. 


I HATE always dreaded to provoke reason, but never in- 
dividuals. 


Mirabmu, 


Fiction hath in it a higher end than fact T? is the |K©^ 
sible when compared with the merely positive. 

Ratify. 

Wb represent our fictions as though they were realities, 
while you preach your realities as though they were fictions. 

An Actor to a MiniMw* 


Accustom thyself carefully to attend to what is said by 
another, and, as much as possible, be in the speaker’s mind. 

Marcus Awrelim* 


Wb can refute assertions, but who can refute silence? 

Dickens, 
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Weitee! wlioso’er thon art, 

Speaker! on whatever theme. 

Write and speak from heart to heart, 

Truly being what you seem. 

Tupper, 


Nmveb 

irst- 


act in the heat of emotion; let reason answer 

Richter, 


Thi greatest element of criticism is taste. 

SainU Reuve, 

A BOLO surprise at a belief is sometimes the best argu- 
ment against it, 

London Quarterly, 

Thi more we study human nature, the less we think of 
men, the more of man. 

Theodore Tilton, 


It is a matter of the simplest demonstration that no man 
can be really appreciated but by Ms equal or superior. 

MmMn^ 


SHAKBSPKAitB, with all his genius, failed to create any 
great religious character. 

AtlwnMc Monthly, 


Thb painter has but one sentence to utter, but one mo- 
ment to exhibit; he cannot like the poet or historian expa- 
tiate and imprew. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds, 


It is easy enough to draw an eye; the difficulty is to 
paint a look. 


Auguste Rrdault. 


A FiCTFBB is a poem without words. 


Morace, 
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Befoie the close of this century, pictures will he m 
miicli used in the preaching of sermons m are maoiiscripto. 

Frmidmi MMehcmh 


PicruBES are the consolers of loneliness. 


Iming. 


EItbbt man carries in his own head more pictures tiaii 
are to be found in all the galleries of the world. 

JBeechm 

The Jew is the pilgrim of commerce, trading with every 
nation and blending with none. 

Conybeare S Momon. 

No nation has treated in poetry moral ideas with more 
energy and depth than the English. There, it seems to me, 
is the great merit of the English poets. 

YoUaire^ 

When you see me lounging about the garden, and prun- 
ing a rosebush, you probably suppose that I am thinking of 
nothing else, when, perhaps, I am deliberating on some 
weighty matter on which I have to decide. 

Archbuhop Whutely^ 


Genius is only a superior power of seeing. 


Rmhim. 


Duty and to-day are ours; results and futurity belong to 
God. 

Soram Grmly- 

Ip there is any person whom you dislike, that is the very 
person of whom you ought never to speak. 

CedL 

The next dreadful thing to a battle lost is a battle won. 

Wellington* 
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Pebisii policy and cunning, 

IVrisli all that fears the light; 

Whether losing, whether winning, 

Trust in God, and do the right. 

&me will love thee, some will hate thee. 
Some will flatter, some will slight; 

Cease from man, and look aboTe thee, 

Trust in God, and do the right. 

Iforman Madeod* 


XXII. 

HEEFLIBS. 

The firefly only sMnes when on the wing; 

So with the mind ; when once we rest, we darken. 

Bailey- 

Ih life we always believe that we are seeking repose, 
wMIe, in reality, ail that we ever seek is agitation. 

PaecaL 

It is ever the contest that pleases ns, and not the vic- 
tory. Thns it is in play ; thus it is in hunting ; thus it 
is in the seMch of 'teith ; thns it is- in life. The past does 
not interest n% the present does not satisfy, the future 
alone is the object which eng^es us. 

William HamiUoru 

Ofb hof^s like towering falcons aim 
At objeote in an airy height, 

But all the pleasure of the game 
Is af^r off — to view '&e flight. 
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W Eip not that tlie worl<l ebanges ; tlid it keep 
A stable, changeless state, were cause imleeii to weep. 


Bewabb of getting into a rut froin wliicti it inaj be tiif- 

ficult for jou to extricate yourself. 

JifV. N'mik M, J^rk§. 

WfiEN" we see the dishonor of a thing, then it is time to 
renounce it. 


JPiukirck. 

The mattock will make a deeper hole in the ground 
than lightning. 

Sonim 3lfmn. - 

Do not wait for extraordinary opportunities for good 
actions, but make use of common situations. A long- con- 
tinued walk is better than a short flight 


Goethe. 


Maiisttain the place where thou standesL 


Goethe. 


A mah’s best friends are bis ten fingers. 

Mobert Coilger.** 

A MAK living amid the advantages and activities of the 
nineteenth century is a condensed Methusalah. 

Chapm. 

The only way to shine, even in this false world, is to be 
modest and unassuming- Falsehood may be a thick crust, 
but, in^the course of time, truth will find a place to break 
through. 

Pabloe feasts extinguish kitchen fires. 

Proper A 
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TtiBitE is nB poliey like politeness, siisce a good manner 
ofteii siiieeeeda wimre the best tongue has failed. 

Magomi. 

Thiir is ill hiiman nature a general inclination to make 
stare. 

Smiuel JokmofK 

The sword is but a hideous iash in the darkness — right 

is an elerimi ray. 

Vidor Hugo. 


WoEBS are keener than steel, 

And mightier far for woe than for weal. 

J omjuin Miller^ 


While Thanksgiving has its foundation on Plymouth 
Rock, Christmas rests upon the Rock of Ages. 

Charles JCudleg Warner. 


Chakos is the best introducer. 


TurMsh Froverh 


Evert wind is fair, 

When we are iying fmm misfortune. 

Sophocles. 

The English people are like a barrel of their own ale — 
oil the top froth, on the bottom dregs, but in the middle 

excellent. 

Voltaire. 

I WISH you not only a happy New Year, but a happy 

eternity. 

W. S. I^lwmeTj D.D. 

There is that in some men, which, if not chilled by ad- 
versity, would give to the world grand though^.. 
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"What we strove after yesterday, that oiir hearts hegm 
agaia to-day. 

JPmui O^ssiiL 


A THEME for angels when they celehmte 
The high-soiiled virtues which forgiitful earth 
has witnessed. 


W ELCOME I 

A curse begin at the very root of his heart 
That is not glad to see thee! 

^ SAakespeure, 

The earth and air feed the plants, the plants feed the 
animals, the animals feed the earth and air. This is the 
great circle of nutrition in nature. 

cT*. JF, Whittaker^ 31. D. 

Time and patience will change the mulberry leaf to 
satin. 


Emiern JPromrb. 


Thebe are some deeds so grand 
That their mighty doers stand 
Ennobled, in a moment, more than kings. 

Baker. 


The surest way of making a dupe is to let your victim 
suppose that you are bis. 

Buivmr. 


Those who have finished by making all others think 
with them, have usually been those who began by daring 
to think for themselves. 

Colton. 


It is a great matter to be in the way of accident, and to 
be watchful and ready to take advantage of it. 

Sir Joshua ReymMs. 
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It s0iifi«lii like stories from the land of spirits^ 

If anj man obtain that which he merits, 

Or any merit that which ho obtains* 

Ooierifhje* 

Follow np advantages. 

Napoleon, ^ 

The ttse of character is to be a shield against calumny. 

JBurke, 


Each one sees what he carries in his heart. 


Goethe, 


You will find poetry nowhere, unless you bring some 
with you. 

Jouhert, 


Week a man seeks your advice, he generally wants 
your praise. 

Ohesterjield, 

Tee best thing one can do is to cultivate one’s garden. 

YoUaire, 


H® who has most of heart knows most of sorrow. 

Bailey, 

Bosks have thorns and silver fountains mud. 

Shakespeare, 


Wet all this toil for triumph of an hour ? Young, 

Life’s a short Summer, man a flower. Johnson, 

By turns we catch the vital breath and die — Pope, 

The cradle and the tomb, alas I so nigh. Prior, 

To be is better than not to be, Sewell. 

Though all man’s life may seem a tragedy. Spencer, 

But light cares speak when mighty griefs are dumb, 

The bottom is but shallow whence they come. MaUigh, 
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Foue fate is but the common fate of all; 

Unroiiigled Joja here to no man belklL 

Nature to earh allots his proper sphere; Cm*jmrs^ 

Fortune makes folly her peculiar care. Chnrehilh 

Custom does often reason overrule, MockmUn 

And throws a cruel sunshine on a fooL Armimmg. 

Live well ; how long or short permit to heaven; Jfi/loii. 
They who forgive most shall be most forgiven- 

SiK may be clasped so close we cannot see its face. Trench. 
Vile intercourse where virtue has no place. SormrMle. 

Theist keep each passion down, however dear, ThormM. 
Thou pendulum betwixt a smile and tear. JBmron. 

Her sensual snare let faithless pleasure lay, SmoUeM, 
With craft and skill to ruin and betray. Crahbe. 

Soar not too h^h to fall, but stoop to rise ; Mmmenger. 
We masters grow of all that we despise. Cowley. 

Thbk I renounce that impious self-esteem; JBeaUie. 

Riches have wings, and grandeur is a dream. Comper. 

Thihk: not ambition wise because ’tis brave; Dmetmni, 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. Gray. 

What is ambition? ’T is a glorious cheat! WiUw. 

Only destructive to the brave and great* AiMi$on. 

What’s all the gaudy glitter of a crown? Drydm. 

The way to bliss lies not on beds of down. Quarle$. 

How long we live, not years but actions tell ; TFa^^im 

That man lives twice who lives the first life well. Merrick. 

The trust that’s given, guard, and to yourself be just, Dana. 
For, live we how we can, yet die we must. Shakespeare. 

(Compiled by Mrs. H. A. Demi no.) 
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I CA^myr praise a fugitive and cloistered virtue, unex* 
ereimw! and mibreatliodj that never sallies out and sees her 

adversarj. 

Milton, 

A cOBBiAXi, warm shake of the hand takes mV heart. 

iV.P. Willis, 


Mast’s best powers point him god ward. 


Spurgeon. 


Men” are naturally tempted by the devil, but an idle man 
pmitiveiy tempts the devil. 

Spanish Proverb. 


It is remarkable with what Christian fortitude and resig- 
nation we can bear the sufferings of other people. 

Pean Swift, 


WiiEX the world frowns we can face it, but let it smile, 
and we are undone. 


Pulwer, 


GtOOD temper, like a sunny day, sheds a brightness over 
everything ; it is the sweetener of toil and the soother of 

disquietude. 

Irving, 


Tn® greatest pleasure I know is to do a good action by 
stealth, and to have it found out by accident. 

Charles Pamb, 


That is ever the difference between the wise and the un- 
wise; the latter wonders at what is unusual, the wise man 
wonders at the usual. 

Mmerson. 

Hbaoth is the soul that animates all the enjojmente of 
life. ' ' 

Sir Temple, 
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SiLF-LOVJE is not so Tile a siii 
As self- neglecting. 


Shak^$p€ffr€^ 


Fokty years is the old age of youth, while fifty is the 
youth of old age. 

Ffclor Miifpj. 

% 

Recall to mind the heavier trials of othew, that you 
may bear more lightly your own little troubles. 

Thomas h JS^mpis, 

Thebe is something still more to be dreaded than & 
Jesuit, and that is a Jesuite^ 

TJ'Ufjem Sm* 

The human heart refuses to believe in a universe without 
a purpose. 

Kant 

You may depend upon it, there are as good hearts to 
serve men in palaces as in cottages. 

Moh^rt Owen, 

The mc^t skillful fiattery is to let a person talk on, and 
be a listener. 

Adeiison. 


Things that never happen are often as much realities to 
us in their effects as those that are accomplished. 

JOichem* 


Those with whom we can apparently become well ac- 
quainted ill a few moments, are generally the most difficult 

to rightly know and understand. Hawthorn. 


The fretful stir, 

Unprofitable, and the fever of the world 
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart. 

Wordsworth. 
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We are sliaped mil fashioned by what we love. 


Goethe, 


Our enemies speak of ns as they hear; we judge of our- 
selves as we feel. 

Hannah More* 

Tiieee is a serious and resolute egotism that makes a 
man interesting to his friends, and formidable to his oppo- 
nents. 

E, P* Whipple, 

A JUDICIOUS reticence is hard to learn, but it is one of 
the irreat lessons of life. 

Chesterfield, 

I iiAVB lived to know that the secret of happiness is 
never to let your energies stagnate. 

Adam Clarke, 

All persons are not discreet enough to know how to take 
things by the right handle. 

C^antes, 

The negative part of a conversation is often as impor- 
tant as. its positive. 

Theodore Winthrop, 

A MAN behind the times is apt to speak ill of them, on 
the principle that nothing looks well from behind. 

Holmm, 


Ai.wAYS be as soKcitous to Ann applause as assiduous to 


deserve it. 


Chesterfield. 


Not for ar<^ not for truth, not for God, will we give up 
our ease. We will only give it up for money, and that to 
purchase future ease. 

Mound Table. 
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OuB antmgottist is oftem our helper. 

BurM^ 

Wb cannot expect perfection in any one; but we may 
demand consistency of every one. 

Mmmah More. 

A jfAME, though it seem but a superficial matter, yet 
oarrieth much impression and enchantment. 

Lord Bmmn* 

Every man who rises in any profession must tread a 
path more or less bedewed by the tears of those he passes 
on his way. 

Peter Bat/ne* 

If a man has any brains at all, let him hold on to his 
calling, and in the grand sweep of things, his turn will 
come at last. 

Walter McCim$m ^ 


XXIIL 

LIFE-MOTTOES. 

Ann may have, 

If they dare choose, a glorious life or grave. 

George Herlmi. 

To live in hearts we leave behind 
Is not to die. 

CamphelL 


Howe’er it be, it seems to me 
’T is only noble to be good. 


Tennyson* 
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OOLBE^r GLEAMS. 


PRor-EAOTNATioJf is the thief of time; 
Year after year it steals till all are fled, 
And, to the mercies of a moment, leave 
The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 

Young. 

Not yet dead, 

Blit in old marbles ever beautiful. 

Keats. 

It is infamy to die and not be missed. 

Wilcox. 

’T IS late before 

The brave despair. 

Thompson. 


Throw time away, 

Throw empires, and be blameless — 
Moments seize. 


Every one has his day from which he dates. 

Promrh. 


We shonld go into the world with small expectations 
tad infinite patience. 


Good Wordb\ 


Be good, my dear, let who will be clever; 

Do noble things^, not dream them all day long; 

And so make life, death, and the vast forever, 

One grand, sweet song. 

Ch(m*im King$ley. 

GtET into the habit of looking for the silver lining of the 
cloud, and when yon have found it continue to look at it 
rather than at the leaden gray in the middle. If will help 
yon over many hard places. 

A, A. warn, 
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PFJiHETEEA^^rE IS a Roman virtiio 

That wins eaoli go«llike act, anti pluck? siirci'ss 

Even from the spear-proof crest of rugged ilaisgj^r. 

HmfitfL 

Still I am learning! 

3fiekfmi Angela. 

1 CANi^OT help suspecting that these who ahase theni- 
selves are in reality angling for approbation, 

Zimmermam, 

Tiikee is a past which is gone forever, but there is a fu- 
ture which is still our own. 


jP. W» RobfMmn* 

He is a wise man who always knows what to do next. 

Pmterb, 


Who best can suffer, best can do. 

Milton^ 

’T IS man’s nature 

To make the best of a bad thing once past, 

A bitter and perplexed ‘^What shall I do?” 

Is worse to man than worst necessity. 

Schiller, 


No conflict is so severe as his who labors to subdue him- 
self. 


Thomm ^Kempk. 

Ip you want to succeed in the world you must make your 
own opportunities as you go on. The man who waits for 
some seventh wave to toss him on dry land, will And that the 
seventh wave is a long time coming. You can commit no 
greater folly than to sit by the roadside until some one 
comes along and invites you to ride with him to wealth or 


influence. 


16 


John i?. Gou-(jh. 
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It is impious m a gotxl man to be sati. 

Slifikmpeare, 

Tub superior man will watch over himself when he is 
alone. He examines his heart that there may be nothing 
wrong there, and that he may have no cause for dissatisfac- 
tion with himself. 

C onfudm. 


Each soul redeemed from self and sin 
Must know its Calvary. 


CoMe. 


Show me the man you honor; I know by that symptom 
better than by any other, what kind of a man you are your- 
self; for you show me what your ideal of manhood is, what 
kind of a man you long to be. 

Carlyle^ 


Ih the moral life conscience predominates. 

P?iilUps Brooks, 

Hb that respects not is not respected. 

Serhert, 


I AM so much a utilitarian that I prefer the useful to the 


Sir ITilUam Hamilton. 


No one should b|ame Neptune for a second shipwreck. 

Angmte BrMult. 

Wb must go head-forenn^t toward the world, but heart- 
foremwt toward Grod. 

J. W. Scotty B.B. 

Mt heart and mind and self never in tune; 

Sad for the tnost part; then in such a flow 
Of spirits^ — I seem now hero — ^now buffoon. 

Beigh Hunt. 
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Keep thy spirit pisre from worldly taint by the repellaat 
strengtli of Tirttie* 


W E live in the consequences of past action. 

A, A. Ilmige, 

Vice stings ns even in our pleasnreSj but virtue consoles 
ns even in our pains. 

Coiim. 

Bk ashamed of nothing but sin. 

tTohm W€$Iii/* 

Method in study, with a proper division of labor, will 
give us time for leisure and recreation. 

Alfred D-D. 


What I don’t see 

Don’t trouble me; 

And what I see 

Might trouble me. 

Did I not know, 

That it must be so. 

Goeihe, 

As you ascend the road of prosperity, may you never 
meet a friend coming down. 


Unless a man has trained himself for his chance, the 
chance will only make him ridiculous. A great occasion is 
worth to a man exactly what his antecedents have enabled 
him to make of it. 

William Mathms. 

In deciding questions of truth and duty, remember that 
the wrong side has a crafty and powerful advocate in your 
own heart. 
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A mah’s liappiness and succesi=^ in life will depend not 
so fiiiicli upon wimt he has, or upon what position he oc<?ii- 
pies, as upon wlmt he is, and the heart he carries into his 

position. 

S- J. Wiisori, J}.D. 

The hi|?her the sphere of life, the more fully does it hold 
gimd that particular individuals must be many things to 
many inen, as Aristotle, Leibnitz, Shakespeare, Beethoven, 
Calvin, Napoleon. 

Ifartemen, 

Logical men, dogmatic men, rule the world. Aristotle, 
Kant, Augustine, Calvin — these are the names that instant- 
ly suggest systems, and systems that are exact, solid, and 
that maintain their place from century to century. 

/Sheckl 


Curved is the line of beauty, 
Straight is the line of duty; 
Follow the last and thou shalt see 
The other ever following thee. 


WiiBK a man is bora from above, this world is spoiled 
for him. 


Moody, 


From the grave of a dead hope we may rise to newness 
of life. Let us be thankful for the pangs by which God 
brings us to Himself. 

Herrick Johnmn,^ D,D, 


The greatest men have been those who have out their 
way to success through difficulties. 


F. W. Mob&rtBon. 


The heaven-sent man is always suecessfuL 


Moody. 
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A CiiEiSTiAS is really what he is whm alone, an^l so a 
rainy Sunday may be a heaven-sent test to leave us to the 
discovery of ourselves. 

Chmtiam ai 

WffBN’ a man can live apart 
From works on theologie trusty 
I know the blood about his heart 
Is dry as dust. 


Eveey event of life points, if it does not carry us on, to 
the cross. 

tTonathan JSdmanhj JD.Z). 

Maot of our cares are but a morbid way of looking at 
our privileges. 

W&iier Smii> 

JLORD, what is man — what the best of men — but man at 
the best ? 

WMle^eld. 

Goot> will, like a good name, is got by many actions, and 
lost by one. 

Je^rey. 

The ends of culture, truly conceived, are best attained 
by forgetting culture and aiming higher. 

Shairp. 

Happi^stess is the congruity between a creature’s nature 
and its circumstances. 

jBkhop BiM&r* 

Pleasure is the reflex of unimpeded energy. 

Sir William Samilton. 

The best throw with the dice is to throw them away. 

pT(yQ&fb, 
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Til® serene, silent beauty of a holy life is the inest pow- 
erful iniuence in the world, next to the might of the Spirit 
of God. 

Sjmrffeon- 

The health of a coramunity, is an almost unfailing index 

of ite morals. 


Martimau. 


The worst of all knaves are those who can mimic their 
former honesty. 


Lmater, 


So strong the zeal t’ immortalize himself 
Beats in the breast of man, that even a few, 

Few transient years, won from the abyss abhorr’d 
Of blank oblivion, seem to be a glorious prize. 


Bb like the bird, that, halting in her flight 
Awhile on boughs too slight, 

Feels them give way beneath her and yet sings, 
Knowing that she hath wings. 

Victor Hugo, 

The drying up a single tear has more 
Of honest fame than shedding seas of gore. 

Byron, 


I MTB for those that love me, 

For those that know me true, 

For the heaven that smiles abore me 
And waits mjr coming too; 

For the cause that needs assistance, 
For the wrongs that need resistance, 
For the future in the distance, 

For the good that I can do. 
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D‘0 tO“Claj thj nearest dutj. 




Ip you wish to win bright laurels, 

Ere to God you yield your life; 

If while on through years you journey, 

You’d be valiant in each strife; 

If you’d nobly do your duty. 

Or the still, small voice ” obey; 

Sit not idly thinking, dreaming, 

But work earnestly to-day. 

There are roads where you can travel. 

There are seas where you can sail, 

You can beautify the wayside, 

Or with life-boats face the gale. 

You can help raise lofty temples, 

To show straying souls the way 
To win crowns of matchless glory; 

So work earnestly to-day. 

Jjucette* 


But what thou hast no need of, and ere long thou shaft 
sell thy necessaries. 

Frmiklm* 


Fail not in the harder trial ; 
Faint not in the greater struggle. 


Hb either fears his fate too much, 

Or his deserts are small, 

Who fears to put it to the touch, 

To win or lose it all. 

MoMrom* 


Thb worst is not, 

So long as we can say, This is the worst 

Shakmpeare, 
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Every iniiii’s life is a plan of Goii 

IJushneJL 

Who will speak the solvent word for all these problems? 

JEmerson. 

Prize respect more than affection. 

Charming, 

It is a very great thing to be able to bear the absence of 
human and divine consolation, and for the love of God 
clieerfwlly to accept inward desolation, and never to seek 
nor reflect upon one’s deserts. 

Thomas d Kempis, 

Oh, what a tangled web we weave 
When first we practice to deceive ! 

Scott. 


Whe^c our hatred is too keen, it places us beneath tiiose 
we hate. 


Ta Rochefoucauld, 


Paihtino is my wife, and my works are my children. 

Michael Angelo, 

The least error should humble, but we should never per- 
mit even the greatest to discourage us. 

Bishop Rotter. 

From torch reversed the flame 
Still streameth, rising straight; 

So struggleth up the brave ^an 
Stricken down by fate. 


Do you ask me in general what will be the end of the 
conflict? I answer^ victory. But ^f you ask me in particu- 
lar, I answer, death. 


Smonamla, 
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Aix of us paj a high prico for inaiiliood wd — 
nothing less than the sweet faith of all along 

the waj, from morniiig to high noon, robbers exact the toll 
of life. 

&eorge i>. 

Amoxg the pitfalls in oiir way, 

The best of us walk blindly; 

So, mao, be wary, watch and pray, 

And judge your brother kindly. 

Aim Carg, 

Get leave to work; 

In this world ’t is the best you get at all; 

For God, in cursing, gives us better gifts 

Than man in benediction. God says, Sweat 

For foreheads; ” men say crowns,” and so we are crowned — 

Ay, gashed by some tormenting circle of steel 

Which snaps with a secret spring. Get work, get work; 

Be sure ’t is better than what you work to get. 

Elizabeth E. Erowning. 

Themi is a grandeur in the soul that dares 
To live out all the life God life within; 

That battles with the passions hand to hand, 

And wears no mail, and hides behind no shield; 

That plucks its joy in the shadow of death’s wing. 
That drains with one deep draught the wine of life, 
And that with fearless foot and heaven-turned eyes 
May stand upon a dizzy precipice, 

High over the abyss of ruin, and not fall. 

Sara J. Clarke- 

Few men die when or where they expect to, 

W- Goodwyn^E^E. 

A DYING man can do nothing easy. 

Benjamin FranMin- 
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Mufii Imd he road, 

Miicli more had seen; he studied from the life. 

And in the original perused mankind 
Versed in the woes and vanities of life, 

He pitied man, 

Armstrong » 

This monument does not make thee famous, 0 Euripidest 
blit thou makest this monument famous. 

Epitiiph of Euripides* 

So, when a good man dies, 

For years beyond his ken, 

The light he leaves behind him lies 
Upon the paths of men. 

Longfellow. 

The best of all is, God is with us, 

John Wesley. 


Pbay more and worry less, 

Moody^ 

Ebveee thyself, and yet thyself despise; 

His nature no man can overrate, and none 
Can underrate his merit. 

Young. 

By all means, use sometime to be alone; 

Salute thyself, see what thy soul doth wear; 

Dare to look in thy chest; for T is thine own — * 

And tumble up and down what thou findest there. 

Eerbert. 


Hope, though your sun is bid in gloom, 
And o’er your careworn, wrinkled brow, 
Grief spreads his shadows — ^’t is the doom 
That falls on many now. 
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OuB life was but a battle and a march; 

And, like the wind’s blast, never resting, homeless, 

We stormed across the war-convulsed earth* 

ScAiikr, 

Looking calmlj yet humbly for the close of roj mortal 
career, which cannot be far distant, I reverently tliiiiik 
'God for the blessings vouchsafed me in the past, and with 
an awe that is not fear, and a consciousness of demerit that 
does not exclude hope, await the opening before my steps 
of the gates of the eternal world. 

Homm Greeif/, 

We are what the past has made us. The results of the 
past are ourselves. The perishable emotions, and the mo- 
mentary acts of bygone years, are the scafTokling on which 
we built up the being that we are. As the tree is fertilized 
by its own broken branches and fallen lea%^es, and grows 
out of its own decay, so is the soul of man ripened out of 
broken hopes and blighted affections, 

F, W-Mohrtmn. 

Who ne’er his bread in sorrow ate, 

Who ne’er the mournful midnight hours 
Weeping upon his bed hath sate, 

He knows ye not, ye Heavenly Powers! 


Mt half-day’s work is done. 

And this ail my part, 

I give a patient God 
My patient heart, 

And clasp his banner still, 
Though all the blue be dim; 
These stripes, no less than stars, 
Lead after him. 
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He wrought in sari sineeritv; 

Himself from Go4 he conic! not free. 

. Emerson on J/ic/caeZ Anrjeio* 

Lk 4VE Gofl to order all thj ways, 

And hope in Him whate’er betide; 

Tbon’lt find Him in the evil days 
An ali-auffieient strength and guide; 

Who trusts in God’s unchanging love 
Builds on a rock that naught can move. 

George Newman, 

I KNOW the hand that is guiding me through the shadow to 
the light, 

And I know that all betiding me is meted out aright; 

I know that the thorny path I tread is ruled by a golden 
line, 

And I know that the darker life’s tangled thread, the richer 
the deep design. 

JS7itish JEJvangelut. 

You NO men, you are the architects of your own fortunes. 
Rely upon your own strength of body and soul. Take for 
your star, self-reliance. Don’t take too much advice — keep 
at your helm and steer your own ship, and remember that 
the great art of commanding is to take a fair share of the 
work. Think well of yourself. Strike out. Assume your 
own position. Put potatoes in a cart over a rough road, 
and the small ones go to the bottom. Rise above the envi- 
ous and jealous. Fire above the mark you intend to hit. 
Energy, invincible determination, with a right motive, are 
the levers that move the world. Be in earnest. Be self- 
reliant. Be generous. Be civil. Read the papers. Ad- 
vertise your business. Make money, and do good with it. 
Love your God and fellow-men. Love truth and virtue. 
Love your country and obey its laws. 


President Port&r, 
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He liveth loiis^ who liveth well! 

All other life is short and vain ; 
lie liveth longest who can tel! 

Of living most for heavenly gain. 

He liveth long who liveth well! 

All else is l>eing flung away; 

He liveth longest who can tell 

Of true things only done each day. 

Waste not thy being; h«aek to Him 
Who freely gave it, freely give; 

Else is that being but a dream, 

’T is but to be, and not to live. 

Be wise, and use thy wisdom well; 

Who wisdom speaks must live it too; 
He is the wisest who can tell 

How first he lived, then spoke the true. 

Be what thou seemest; live thy creed, 
Hold up to earth the torch divine; 

Be what thou prayest to be made ; 

Let (die great Master’s step be thine. 

Fill up each hour with what will last; 

Buy up the moments as they go; 

The life above when this is past 
Is the ripe fruit of life below. 

Sow truth if thou the truth wouldst reap; 

Who sows the false shall reap the vain; 
Erect and sound the conscience keep, 
From hollow words and deeds refrain. 

Sow love, and taste its fruitage pure; 

Sow peace, and reap its harvest bright; 
Sow sunbeams on the rock and moor, 

And find a harvest home of light. 
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I WOl'tP give nothing for a joiing man who did not be- 
gin life with an enthusiasm of some* kind; it shows at least, 
that he had faith in some thing gootl, loftj and generous 

from his own standpoint. 

Buffon, 


It may be glorious to write 
Thoughts that shall glad the two or three 
Iligii souls, like those far stars that come in sight 
Once in a century. 

But better far it is to speak 
One simple word, which now and then 
Shall waken their free nature in the weak 
And friendless sons of men. 

To write some earnest verse or line, 

Which, seeking not the praise of art, 

Shall make a clearer faith and manhood smile 
In the untutored heart. 

He that doth this, in verse or prose, 

May be forgotten in his day, 

But surely shall be crowned at last with those 
Who live and speak for aye. 

James Russell Loioelh 

I LOTB poverty, because Jesus Christ loved it. I love 
wealth, because it gives me the means of assisting the 
wretched, I keep faith with all men. I do not render evil 
to those who do it to me; but I desire a state for them like 
to my own, in which I receive neither evil or good from 
the band of man. I endeavor to be just, truthful, sincere 
and faithful to all men; and I have a tenderness of heart 
for those to whom God has united me more closely; and 
whether I am alone or in the sight of men, in all my actions 
I have in sight God, who must judge them, and to whom I 
have consecrated them all. 

Rascals Rmfession of Raith, 
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As otlier men ha^e creeii, so haw I mine: 

I keep the holj faith in Gml, in man, 

Anil in the angels ministrant hot ween; 

I liolcl to one trwe church of all true s«>ul% 

Whose churchly seal is neither breatl nor wine, 
Kor laying on of hanrls, nor holy oil, 

But only the annointingof Gcxl’s grace; 

I hate all kings and caste and rank of hirtb, 

For all the sons of man are sons of God; 

Nor limps a beggar but is nobly born, 

Nor wears a slave a yoke, nor czar a crown, 

That makes him more or less than Just a man; 

I love my country and her righteous cause, 

So dare I not keep silent of her sin; 

And after freedom may her bells ring peace I 

I love one woman with a holy fire, 

Whom I revere as priestess of my bouse; 

I stand with wondering awe before my babes 
Till they rebuke me to a nobler life; 

I keep a faithful friendship with a friend. 

Whom loyally I serve before myself; 

I lock my lips too close to speak a lie, 

I wash my hands too white to touch a bribe; 

I owe no man a debt I cannot pay. 

Save only of the love men ought to owe; 

Withal, each day, before the blessed Heaven, 

I open wide the chambers of my soul 
And pray the Holy Ghost to enter in. 

Thus reads the fair confession of my faith, 

So crossed with contradictions of my life, 

That now may God forgive the written lie ! 

Yet still, by help of Him who helpeth men, 

I face two worlds, and fear not life nor death. 

O, Father, lead me by Tby hand 1 Amen. 

Theodore Tilton, 
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GOLBEH GLEAMS. 


Beaitti'Fitl is joiuig enthusiasiii; keep it to the end, and 
lie more and more correct in fixing on the object tif it. It 
is a terrible thing to be wrong in that — the source of all our 
Hiiierles and confusions whatever. 

Varlifh. 


Bk not amazed at life. ’T is still 
The mode of God with his elect, 

Their hopes exactly to fulfill, 

In times and ways they least expect. 

Dean Alford. 

The romantic vision of the first half of a man’s life is the 
most real survey of earth he will ever make. 

David Swing. 

The silent sympathy of love 
To me is dearer now than praise. 

WhiUier. 

A HEABT within blood-tinctured with a 
Veined humanity. 

Elizabeth B. Browning, 

Oh, may I join the choir invisible 
Of those immortal dead who live again 
In minds made better by their presence ; live 
In pulses stirred to generosity, 

In deeds of daring rectitude, in scorn 
For miserable aims that end with self. 

In thoughts sublime that pierce the night like'^ 
stars, 

And with their mild persistence urge man’s 
search 

To vaster issues' !' 

So to live is heaven ; 

To make undying music in the world, 
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Breatliieg m beauteous onler tlisit etmtrol?i 
With growing swaj felie growing life of 
So we inherit that sweet piiritj 
For which we straggled!, faile<l, anil ag€>nize«l,. 

With witieiiing retrospect that tlread despair — 
Rebellions flesh that would not be stibdned^ 

A vicious parent shaming still its child; 

Poor, anxious penitence is quick tlissolved, 

Its discords, quenched by meeting hariiioaie% 

Die ill the large and charitable air. 

And all our rarer, better, truer self. 

That sobbed religiously in yearning song, 

That watched to ease the burden of the world. 
Laboriously tracing what must be, 

And what may yet be better-^-saw within 
A worthier image for the sanctuary, 

And shaped it forth before the multitude 
Divinely human, raising worship so 
To higher reverence more mixed with love — 

That better self shall live till human time 
Shall foM its eyelids, and the human sky 
Be gathered like a scroll within the tomb. 

Unread forever* 

This is the life to come, 

Which martyred men have ma<le more glorious 
For us who strive to follow. May I reach 
That purest heaven, be to other souls 
The cup of strength in some great agony; 

Enkindle generous ardor, feed pure love, 

Beget the smiles that have no cruelty; 

Be the sweet presence of a good diffused. 

And in diffusion ever more intense; 

So shall I join the choir invisible 
Whose music is the gladness of the world. 

George Mliot. 
IT 
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GOLDEN GLEAMS. 


LoO'E not mourn fully into the |>ast; it comes not back 
again. Wisely improve the present; it is thine. Go forth 
to meet the shadowy future witliout fear, and with a manly 

heart. 

Xong fellow. 

We lead two lives, the outward seeming fair, 

And full of smiles that on the surface lie ; 

The other spent in many a silent prayer, 

With thoughts and feelings hidden from the eye. 

The weary, weary hours of mental pain, 

Unspoken yearnings for the dear ones gone ; 

The wishes half defined, yet crushed again, 

Make up the silent life we lead alone. 

And happy visions we may never show 

Gild all this silent life with sweet romance ; 

That they will fade like sunset’s clouds we know, 

Yet life seems brighter for each stolen glance. 

This silent life, we little reck its power 
To strengthen us for either good or ill ; 

Whether we train our thoughts like birds to soar, 

Or let them wander wheresoe’er they will. 

This silent life, not those we love may share. 

Though day by day we strive to draw them close ; 

Our secret chamber — none may enter there, 

Save that one Eye that never seeks repose. 

And if beneath that Eye we do not quail, 

Though all the world may turn from us aside, 

We. own a secret power that shall prevail. 

When every motive of our life is tried. 
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xxir. 


ELYI2S G E3.IBEEa 


How maoj will mj ^ forgire,” wid §ad 
A sort of absolution in the sound 
To hate a little longer! 


Forgiveness to the injured does belong; 

But they never pardon who have done the 

I>r^den, 


To pardon an old injury is to provoke a new one. 

Augu$t$ FrSault 

He who puls up with insult invites injury. 

Proverb. 

Be assured those will be thy worst enemies, not to whom 
thou hast done evil, but who have done evil to thee. And 
those will be thy best friends, not to whom thou hast done 
good, but who have done good to thee. 

Xamier. 


A LYING tongue hateth those that are afflicted by it, 

Soiomm. 

Friendship which flows from the heart cannot be frozen 
by adversily, as the water that flows from the spring does 
not congeal in Winter* 

Fmimore Cooper. 

A MAN ought to keep his friendships in constant repair. I 
look upon a day as lost in which I do not make a new 
acquaintance. 

Pr. Samuel Johmon. 
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WiiiiT iiiilkes us like new acquaintances is not so much 

MW weariness our old ones, or the pleasures of changt, as 

disgust at not being sufficiently arlmired by those who 

know IIS too well and the hope of being more so by those 

who do not know so much of us. , j:* n 

ha Bochej'oucauki- 


Heateh knows what would become of our society. It we 
»ver visited people wa speak ill of; we should all live, like 
Eiryptiau hemiits, in crowded solitude. 

George E hot 


CiiiLD'EEK always turn to 
men would do likewise 1 


the light; 0, that grown-up 
JuUus Hare- 


The great man down, you mark his favorite flies; 
The poor advanced makes friends of enemies, 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend; 

For who not needs shall never lack a friend, 

And who in want a fellow-friend doth try 
Directly sees in him an enemy. 

Shakespeare. 


^IjyoK on your best friends with the thought that they 
may one day bocome your worst enemies,” was an ancient 
mnxim of worldly prudence. It is for us to reverse this 
maxim, and rather say: “ Look on your worst enemies with 
the thought that they may one day become your best 
friends.’^ 

Eean Stanley. 


Nothijcg so soon mortifies as to spend one’s scorn in 
vain. 

^ John Foster. 


UNPOTOnAETTY Of popularity is utterly worthless as a 
test O'f manhood’s worth. 


F. IF. Bohertson. 
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RashlYj eor ofttimes tmly, doth man pa® jatlgTOenl on 
his brother. 


Tmppen 


He seemed to be a soul that by accident had met with a 
body and tried to make the best of it 

JmbirL 

He was the soul of goodness, 

And all our praises of him are like streams 
Drawn from a spring, that still rise fall, aotl leave 
The part remaining greatest. 

Shak(:$pemri, 

How often have I lamented that his powers should have 
wanted the influence of an unsullied reputation! 

Dumont^ on Mlmhau. 

No one is a more dangerous enemy to all that is sweet 
and good in human life, than the one who lends to imparity 
the sanction of splendid talents. 

Wendell JPhUUpB, 

Tie down a hero, and he feels the puncture of a pin ; 
throw him into battle, and he is almost insensible to pain. 

John C, Oaihoim, 

Strekoth of character is not mere strength of feeling; 
it is the resolute restraint of steong feeling. It is unyield- 
ing resistance to whatever would disconcert us from with- 
out or unsettle us from within. 

Dkkem. 


Each is bound to all. 

Herbert Spe^icer, 

The public are served not by what the lord mayor feels, 
who rides in his coach, but by what the apprentice boy 
feels, who looks at him. 


Colton 



OOLBEK CrLBAMS, 


PoWEB comes from persistent and repeated 
Wlien you can do something better than anybody else, y«ai 
are acquiring power ; and if you can do this easily am! 
pleasant! that is your calling. 

Hoji, i>. P. BaMmm, 

The apple falls near the tree. 

Spanish JPromrh 

SotJi^ agree but minds discuss. 

Auguste PriaulL 

Ik the subtle alchemy of hope the slightest possibilities 
are ever transmuted into golden probabilities and inevi- 
table certainties. 

Bound Table. 


Do something worth living for, worth dying for; do some- 
thing to show that you have a mind, and a heart, and a soul 
within you. 

Bean Stanley. 


Bickeks set out on the literary theory that in life every- 
thing is better than it looks; Thackeray with the impres- 
sion that everything was worse. 

Justin McCarthy, 


We must love the Lord, if we would learn to serve him 
and win others to him. 


Wm. Ormiston^ B.D. 


Oke hand ought to wash the other. 

Latin Proverb. 


The best of men 
That e’er wore earth about him was a Sufferer; 
A soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil spirit — 
The first true gentleman that ever lived. 


Leckar. 
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To be free-iiiiiuled and cheerftillj at lionri^ 

meal, and of sleep, and of exercise, k one of liie best precepts 
of long- lasting* 

Ip we are God’s ebildren, we need not fear tlie deTelop- 
aients of his providence. 

Jikhrmi JaP. 

Make but few explanations; the character that caanot 
defend itself is not worth vindicating. 

JF. TF. 

There is no funeral so sad to follow as the funeral of our 
own youth, which we have been pampering with fcind de- 
sires and ambitious hopes, and ail the !»right berries that 
hang in poisonous clusters over the path of life. 

I OANKOT despair of the ultimate conversion of the hea- 
then, when I remember the power of the Gospel upon my- 
self. 

John Umian^ 

It is well known that he seldom lives frugally who lives 
by chance. Hope is always liberal, and they that trust her 
promises make little scruple of reveling to-day on the pro- 
fits of the morrow. 

jSamnei Johmm. 

xAl-KKUal income £20, annual expenditure £19 19s. 6d.; 
result happiness; annual income £20, annual expenditure 
£20 Os. 6d.; result misery. 

llim’Mir. 

Hal! I am heinously unprovided to-day, ^ ^ ^ and 

I do suspect you grievously; ^ ^ ^ ynn promise me so 
infinitely. 


JFaUtaff. 
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Fe*>m iiiclolenc€^, ile!B|,)ontlency and indiscretion, may I 
speeiallj be preserved. 

John Quiney Adams. 


Put not your trust 

trust. 


in money, hut put your money in 
Ilolnus. 


I HAVE discovered the philosopher’s stone that turns 
everything into gold ; it is — Fay as you go!’' 

John Randolph. 

Earthly treasures are disappointing in pursuit, dissatis- 
fying in enjoyment, and uncertain in possession. 

JBIaiAs Rhetoric. 


Modrr]!^ criticism discloses that which it would fain con- 
ceal, but conceals that which it professes to disclose; it is, 
therefore, read by the discerning not to discover the merits 
of an author, but the motives of his critic. 

Coiton. 


Nothiko ages like laziness. 

Rulmer L^jtton. 

Pleasuers are like poppies spread. 

You seize the flower, ife bloom is shed ; 

Or like the snow-falls in the river, 

A moment white — then melts forever. 

Burns. 


Melancholy is the convalescence of grief. 

Madame Biibrenoy. 

''A 

As old as the centuries and as young as the future. 

Bulmer^ {on the Okristian Church). 

Earnest work for Christ is the best means of spiritual 
culture. 

Stephen ff. Tyng^ Jr.^ JD.Jj. 
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SiLEijfCE is the viflue of the feo'ole. 

A Pthf^Af, 

The hi^st of men ami the most earnest s?orkers will 
make enough of mistakes to keep them liiiiiihie. Thank 
God for mistakes and take courage* Don’t give up on 
account of mistakes ! 

Mr greatest sorrows are those of mj own heart Out- 
ward troubles serve rather to steady than to disconcert me. 

Pew. Gmrge Paul. 


It is the little rift within the lute, 

That by and by will make the music mute, 

And, ever widening, slowly silence all 

Ten^ij/smh 


We are all wicked; what one of us blames in another 
each will find in his own breast. 


Senem. 


The conjurer does not deceive the man who beats the 
gong for him. 

Chinem Pmwerh. 


To select well among old things is almost equal to in- 
venting new ones. 

TmhUt 


To contemplate things lovely is always an ascent. 

IkmkI Swing. 

Mak is by nature a fighting and quarreling animal. 

Lord Falmenton. 

Planting- colleges and filling them with studious young 
men and women, is planting seed-corn for the world, 

Mev. Dr. J uehon. 
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GOLDEN GLEAMS, 


Tub imagination is the retina of the universe. 


JRmkm. 


T'Asn ancl snaeii are chemical, touch is mechanical, the 
ear is emotive, and the eye is inteliectuai. 

Ti/iuML 

The strangeness of foreign life throws one back into 

himself. ^ , rr- tit 

John Hmry Newman. 

Nothing sharpens the arrow of sarcasm so keenly as the 
coartesy that polishes it; no reproach is like that we clothe 
with a smile and present with a bow. 

ChesterfiehL 


Saecasm is the natural language of the devil. 


Carlyle. 


A HECENT boldness ever meets with friends. 


Pope. 


A LETTBE shows the man it is written to, as well as the 
man it is written by. 

GhesterJieU 


Ejdijcatiok is the cheap defense of nations. 


Burke. 


PovKBTT is the sixth sense. 

German Proverb, 

In many things, a comprehensive survey of a subject is 
the shortest way of getting at a precise knowledge of a par- 
ticular division of it. 

Princeton Review. 


It seems to be nearly impossible to be moderate. If we 
are calm and deliberate enough to be just, we are almost 
sure to be indifferent. 


A. P, Rumll. 
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Myts 0 LTOy is religion growing wild. 

Statimeot is argument 

ShefM. 

A GAEBLED quotation may be the most effectual perrer- 
sion of an aiithor'’s meaning; and a partial represeotatioii of 
an incident in a man’s life may be the ibcbI iiialiguaiit of 
all calomnies. 

MeCmA 

The double sense of prophesy is aptly illustrated by 
mountain-peaks or gas-lights seeming as one in the distance. 

Charles WonUwurth^ D.D. 

What a fool you are, Paley,” said a young man in a 
British university, be wasting your time in idleness and 
dissipation. You have talents which might raise you to 
eminence. I have none; and it is of no consequence how 
I act.’’ Paley took the hint, though roughly made, laid it to 
heart, and rose like a clear light, and shed a lustre on the 
age and the literature of his nation. 

Albert Banim. 

XXY. 

irUT-SHELLS. 

The fourth gospel is written by the hand of an angel. 

Herder* 

The fourth gospel is the heart of Christ. 

ErmstL 
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mu>m 0LEAMS. 


Yol? sliall see a beautiful quarto page, where a neat rivu- 
let of text shall meander through a meadow of margin. 

jSherkkiH. 

I BmtiBTB Plato and Socrates; I believe in Jesus Christ. 

Coieriiiffe- 

The material universe is so great that the highest intelli- 
gence in heaven can never fully grasp or know it. Through 
all eternity, should its limits ever be found, the mind vtould 
be shocked. 

John Foster, 


A GOOD library is a statesman’s workshop, 

John Randolph, 


Some books are to be tasted, others to be swallowed, and 
some few to be chewed and digested. 

Bacon, 


Of all those arts in which the wise excel, 

Nature’s chief masterpiece is writing well. 

Sheffield, 

censure wrong, for one that writes amiss. 

Pope, 

If Adam fell in the days of innooency, 

How could you expect Falstaff to stand 
In the days of villainy? 

Shakespeare, 

One that would peep and botanize 
Upon his mother’s gravel 

Wordsworth, 

The negro is the image of God cut in ebony. 

Fuller, 


The task-master is the image of th.e devil cut in ivory. 

Idorace Smith, 
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Some people the negro question on tlie bmin, but 
not iiiuch brain on the negro question. 

George D. Freuike. 

Tim largest funeral procession known carries its geniiiae 
grief in one coach, and fortunate is the man who leaves be- 
iiind enough real inouriiem to fill one hack. From this we 
miist not Jump to the conclusion that the world is so bad, 
but we are all so occupied with our own troubles that we 
have not time nor inclination for those of others. 

Fmm FmiL 


Sensb shines with a double lustre when it is set in hu- 
mility. 

WUiinm Penn. 

I HAVE no fear for England; she will staiit! till the tiaj 

WilUamPiU. 


What I fear for England is the day of judgment. 

JSdmuud Furke, 

In all our decisions and actions, it would be well for ns 
to remember the suggestive inscription that was written on 
the gates of Busyrane. As the traveler entered that an- 
cient city, he read on the first gate, “ Be bold;^ and on the 
second gate, “ Be bold, be bold and evermore be bold;” 
and then he paused as he read on the third gate, Be not 
too bold !” A man’s strength should be like the moitien- 
tum of a falling planet, and his discretion like the return 
of its due and perfect curve. Emermn. 

Men give me credit for genius ; but all the genius I 
have lies in this: when I have a subject on hand I study 
it profoundly. The effect I make, they call the fruit of 
genius ; it is, however, the fruit of labor and thought 

Alexander Mumiltoii. 
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GOLBEK GLEAMS. 


A MOSQUITO is the concrete 
evil. 


incarnation of the mjsterj of 
JPrqf. Llewellyn J* Eioan%. 


Thebe m a river In the ocean. In the severest droughts it 
never fails^ and in the mightiest floods it never overflows. 
Its banks and its bottoms are of cold water, while its current 
is of warm. The Gulf of Mexico is its fountain, and its mouth 
is the Arctic Seas. It is the Gulf Stream. There is in the 
world no other such majestic flow of waters. Its current 
is more rapid than the Mississippi or the Amazon, and its 
'volame more than a thousand times greater. 

Jf. jP. Maury. 


Theee is in every animal’s eye a dim image and gleam 
of humanity, a flash of strange light through which their 
life looks out and up to our great mystery of command 
over them, claiming the fellowship of the creature, if not 
of the soul. 

JRusTcin. 


The motives of conscience, as connected with repentance 
and the feeling of duty, are the most important differences 
which separate man from the animal. 

Darwin. 

A SEABED conscience is like a tympanum without reso- 
nance. 

Tkeo. Guyler^ D.D. 

Thebe is, between the whole animal kingdom on the one 
side, and man, even in his lowest state, on the other, a 
barrier which no animal has ever crossed, and that barrier 
IS — language. By no effort of understanding, by no stretch 
of imagination, can I explain to myself how language could 
have grown out of anything which animals possess, even if 
we granted them millions of years for that purpose. 

Mam Muell&r. 
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QroTATiON, sir* is agr^oci thing ; there is a eoiiwiimitj 
mine! in it. Classical quotation ii the parole of iiteraij 
men al! over the world, 

Sumucl 

An apt quotation is ts good as an original remark, 

Pmmrh 


Styi,i; is the gossamer oo which the seeds of truth fomt 
through the world. 


Bmncr(^ 


Flow’'EES are the smiles of God% gcK>dness. 

WiiMif&rce. 


The moon is the flatterer of decay. 


Bulwer* 


Take me, for I come to Thee. 

Lmt words of John Bunyan, 


O Lord! is this the way? 

Among the laM words of Rev, E, R. Beadle.^ D-D. 

God often works more by the life of the iiliteratCj seek- 
ing the things which are His, than by the ability of the 
learned, seeking the things that are their own. 

Amelm. 


Religion is assent through conscience to God. 

Mariinmu, 

A PERSON is always startled when he hears himself seri- 
ously called old for the first time. 

Solmm, 

Who can blame me if I cherish the belief that the world 
is still young — that there are great possibilities in store for 
it? 


TgndalL 
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TiiEEE is no pro^oss of evolution or <lt‘velopmont that 
can evpF span the chasm hotween the organic and the iii- 
orgaiiie, between the living and the lifeless, between 
tfiimal instinct and reliective consciousness. 

Lkldon. 

He who was the holiest among the mighty, and the 
mightiest among the holy, has, with His pierced hand, lifted 
heathenism off its hinges, and turned the dolorous and ac- 
cused centuries into new channels, and now governs the 

ages. 

Ilichter. 

In proportion as nations become more corrupt, more dis- 
grace will attach to poverty and more respect to wealth. 

Colton. 

The pupil of the eye is the portal through which light 
brings in ail the riches and glories of the earth and heaven 
to adorn the inner chambers of the soul. The mind sits 
enthroned as a sovereign in its secret place, and this swift- 
winged messenger comes flying with intelligence from every 
point in the whole landscape, and from the far distant orbs 
of heaven. The mind has only to lift the curtain of the 
eye, and millions of bright heralds rush in to describe the 
form, and hue and order of everything in the world of vis- 
ion. Some of these messengers have brought their tidings 
in an instant, and some have been on their way a million of 
years, to tell me where of old the breath of God blew a 
million suns into flame, and sent them forth to sing and shine 
among the rival spheres of heaven. And as I stand gazing 
from some giddy height, it is as if all this vast and varied 
scene were the creation of light itself. Take from me the 
faculty of vision, or, what would be the same thing, destroy 
the light, and in place of all this wondrous world of beauty, 
a blank and pitiless wall of darkness shuts me in on every 
side. 


Msd. Dt. March. 
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The fmce of » loving old nisa m always to mo iike a 
morning moon, reflecting the jdt mnset^n siin of tlie work!, 
yet fading before its approaching lights until, wlieii ii diM^« 
rise, it facies and withers away from onr gaze, abtorbeiJ in 
ttie source of its own beauty. 

George McJGmmkt 

Im the Mammoth Cave, where the light of day never 
enters, the fish are eyelet, having lost their organ of sight 
from long disuse; but the slave in Ms captivity, enveloped 
in worse than cavern darkness, and shut out from all the 
privileges which a man formed in the image of GckI has a 
right to enjoy, has retained his capacity for liberty, educa- 
tion and religion. 

J. B. BiUmger^ JD.D. 

Wje have no reason to fear that the poor and unfortunate 
will ever receive too mach attention, either at home or 
abroad. 

Mrs» E* ( 7 . SUmt4>m* 

The great face was so sad, so earnest, so longing, so pa- 
tient There was a dignity not of earth in ite mien, and in 
its countenance a benignity, such as never anything hu- 
man wore. It was stone, but it kerned sentient If ever 
image of stone thought, it was thinking. It wm looking 
toward the verge of the landscape, but looking at nothing, 
nothing but distance and vacancy. It was looking over 
and beyond everything of the present, and far into the 
past It was gazing over the ocean of time, over lines of 
century wav^ which, farther and farther receding, cl€»ed 
nearer and nearer together, and blended at last into one 
unbroken tide, away toward the horizon of a remote an- 
tiquity. It was the type of an attribute of man — of a fac- 
ulty of his heart and brain. It was memory — retrospect- 
ion, wrought into visible, tangible form. 

Mark Twain^ {On the Sphifwi)* 
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still tliere wWspi*rs the sniull voice within, 
lle&rii throii|^h gain^'s silence and o'er glory’s din : 

Whatever creed he taught or land he trod, 

Man’s conscience is the ora(*le t>f God. 

Byron. 

Hate yon ever seen those marble stahies in some public 
«|iidre or garden which art has so finished into a perennial 
fountain that through the lips or through the hands the 
clear water flows in perpetual stream, on and on and on for- 
ever; and the marble stands there, passive, cold, making no 
effort tx) arrest the gliding water? It is so that time flows 
through the hands of men — swift, never pausing, till it has 
run itself out; and there is the man petrified into a marble 
sleep, not feeling what it is which is passing away forever. 
It is so that the destiny of nine men out of ten accom- 
plishes itself — slipping away from them, aimless, useless till 
it is too late. 

F. W. Robertson, 

Come, my friends, souls that have toiled and 
Wrought and thought with me,’*' * ^ ^ ^ 

’T is not too late to seek a newer world. 


XXYI. 

KEY-NOTES. 

’T IS a very good world we live in, 

To lend, or to spend, or to give in ; 

But to beg, or to borrow, or get a man’s own, 

’T is the very worst world that ever was known. 

Bulmer Bytton, 
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SfBEjfi'iTii for the ilaj ! At t*arly I atiiUfl 
Ilf^lples^s 1I4I11I weak^ and with inirt»»t«il iwe% 

AVatcliifig for day. B-'dbff? itn |M>rfal lius 
A low, likck — a heavy, irun hand, 

Slowly the mist, is lifted from the land, 

Anti pearl ainl amber irleam acrms the skiop, 
Glaiiclening iny npwan! with sweet surprise f 
I own the sign; I know that Ho whme haiiii 

Hath fringed these somber eioiids with niby ray. 

And changed that iron bar to molten gold, 

^ AVill to my wandering steps be guide and stay; 
Breathe okr my wavering heart his ri‘st for aye, 
x\nd give my waiting, folded palms to hold 

His blessed morning boon — strength for the day ! 

Bcribrn/^, 

That which befits ns, embosomed in beanty and wonder 
as we are, is cheerfulness and courage, axid the endeavor to 
realize our aspirations. 

jEmers&m* 

TjET us wipe our tears, lift up our heads, and gird our- 
selves for brave and cheerful toil. In due time the release 
will come; rest so sweet after the toil is over; glory so 
bright after the darkness is passed; victory so grand, that 
we shall not wish the conflicts to have been less fierce, or 
the perils of the way less numerous or painful. 


Every kindness done to others in our daily walk, every 
attempt to make others happy, every prejudice overcome, 
every truth more clearly perceived, every difficulty sub- 
dued, every sin left behind, every temptation trampled 
under foot, every step forward in the cause of what is good, 
is a step nearer the cause of Christ, through which only 
death can be really a gain tofis. 


Dean Stanlei/^ 
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Oh, if felia selfish knew how much they lost, 

What would they not endeavor, not endure, 

To imitate, as far as in them lay, 

Him, who his wisdom and his power employs 
In making others happy I 

Samuel JHogers. 


My reason yields her hand to faith, 

And follows meekly where the angel leads. 

JEToilancL 


Savinq faith is the flight of a penitent sinner to the 
mercy of God in Christ. 

IfestremL 


RELiGioir is never fashionable. The way of peace is not 
the broad way superintended by Paris, but the narrow way 
watched by the Redeemer. 

Mood^. 

I PITY the man who has never, in his best moods, felt his 
life consoled and comforted in its bitterness by the larger 
lives that he could look at and know that they too were men 
living in the same humanity with himself, only living in it 
much more largely. So much of our need of consolation 
comes from the bitterness of our life, its pettiness and 
Wearine^ insensibly transferring itself to all life, making us 
skeptical about anything great or worth living for in life at 
all. It is our rescue from this debilitating doubt that is the 
blessing which falls upon us when, leaving our own insig- 
nificance behind, we let our hearts rest with comfort on the 
mere fact that these men are of great, broad, generous and 
healthy lives — men like the greatest that we know. 

Phillips Brooks. 

The past is past; I see the future stretch 
All dark and barr^ as a rainy sea. 

Almii^^er Smith. 



KET-NOTIB. 


Plate sin wltli and the strong laiiee of Jiintife liiirt* 
lufrS breaks; 

Arm it in wgt — -a pigmj^ straw doth pieroe it 

Sh&kmpeare^ 

A PEOPLE that gives op God is like a people that gives 
lip a territory; it is a lost people. There Is only ooe 
greater folly than that of the fool who says in his heart, 
‘^there is no God,’* and that is the folly of a people that 
says ill its heart that it does not know whether there is t 
God or iio. 

Bismarck* 


Hbabts, like apples, are hard and soar, 

Till crashed by pain’s resistless power; 

And yield their Juices rich and bland 
To none but sorrow’s heavy hand. 

Holland* 


A Lrm.E learning is a dangerous thing; 

Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring. 

There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 

And drinking largely sobere us again. 

Pop0* 

Oanst thou not minister to a mind diseased; 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow; 

Raze out the written fe-oubles of the brain; 

And with some sweety oblivious antidote, 

Cleanse the stuffed bosom of that perilous stuff 
Which weighs upon the heart? 

Shakmpears* 

Saviho faith is not an intellectual assent to a system of 
doctrine superior to reason, but a personal trust on God in 
Christ, appropriation of God’s personal word and promm 
of redeeming love. 

Luther* 
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Some faithful eulo^rist may say, 
lift sought not praise, and praise did overhxjk 
His unobtrusive merit; but his life, 

Sweet to himself, was exercised in good 
That shall survive his name and memory. 

Wordsworth. 

When loss of property and loss of repute are come, 
when the severance of friendships has come, when the 
future is overcast with disappointment, and hopes are shat- 
tered, and we know nothing of what is to come except sim- 
ply this, that we know God’s will must be done, and try to 
do what is pleasing in His sight, and leave all to Him, the 
endurance which then reveals itself is the masterful power 
of the human will. Men trained in this experience cannot 
be frightened nor disheartened !)y troubles, however great. 

M. S. StorrSy D.D* 

Vice is a monster of so frightful mien, 

As, to be hated, needs but to be seen; 

Yet seen too oft, familiar with her face, 

We first endure, then pity, then embrace. 

JPope* 


In men whom men pronounce as ill, 

I find so much of goodness still; 

In men whom men pronounce divine, 

I find so much of sin and blot; 

I hesitate to draw the line 

Between the two, when God has not. 

Joaqum Miller. 

There are points from which we can command our life, 
When the soul sweeps the future like a glass; 

And coming things, full-freighted with our fate, 

Jut out dark on the offing of the mind. 


Shellm/. 
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A EE fbt^re not lofty iBomeiits wlion aiiiI 
L»*a|>s to tln^ front of iMnnir, easting o4f 
TIm^ roEt'S an^l eliims^y ifi^*^triiiiioiits of sense. 

Ami, pastiiretl in its iiiimorlality, 

Eeveiils its iiKlep€?mli‘n€e of tlio clod 
hi which it dwells? 

It must he so; Plato, thon reasonest well, 

Else whence this pleasing hope, this fond desire. 

This longing after immortality? 

Or wdiciice the s«}cret dread and inward horror 
Of falling into nought? Why shrinks the soul 
Back on itself, and startles at destruction? 

’T is the divinity that stirs within us; 

’T is heaven itself that points out an hereafter 
And intimates eternity to man. 

AddiMM^ 

It is success that colors all in life; 

Success makes fools admired, makes villains honest; 

AH the proud virtue of this vaunting world 
Fawns on success and power, however acquired. 

T/iomsaM^ 

Had I miscarried, I had been a villain ; 

For men judge actions always by events; 

But, when we manage by a just foresight, 

Success is prudence, and pc^session right. 

Miggim. 

The feeling of a direct responsibility of the individual to 
God is almost wholly a creation of Protestantism. 

JbAn SiuaH MiiL 

The soul forgets nothing, save through its vices, worthy 
of lasting remembrance. 


A. JBrQmofh AlmiL 
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gojlbe:?? gleams. 


Geology givei^ us a kej to the patience of God. 

HoUand* 

They are poor 

That have lost nothing; they are poorer far 
Who, losiiig, ha%"e forgotten; they most poor 
Of ali who lose and wish they might forget. 

Jean Ingelow. 

Oh, it is hard to work for God, 

To rise arnl take His part 
Upon this battle-field of earth, 

And not sometimes lose heart. 

He hides Himself so wondrously, 

As though there was no God; 

He is least seen when all the powers 
Of ill are most abroad. 

Or He deserts us in 'the hour, 

The fight is all but lost, 

And seems to leave us to ourselves 
Just when we need Him most. 

Workman of God, Ob, lose not heart 1 
But learn what God is like; 

And in the darkest battle-field, 

Thou shalt know where to strike. 

For right is right, since God is God, 

And right the day must win. 

To doubt would be disloyalty; 

To falter would be sin- 

8ongs of Devotion. 

Where is the fiery furnace hot enough to burn despair 
into our souls, so long as we see walking with us the fprm 
->£ one like unto the Son of Godf 


Bukop SmMngton. 
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He walkf>rl 

By a strong-Mcliiig cliampion, comcmieei. 

MfMoii. 

I HOW me more g€ml md more ovi! in all men tlian lier#>- 
tofore I did. I see that gf>od men are not so gmjd m I 
£»<» thought they were, and I find that few ar© go haii as 
d&©r malicious enemies or censorious separating professors 

do imagine, 

M'kkarS BmzUr* 

TiiE^r gently scan your brother man. 

Still gentler sister woman ; 

Though they may gang a kennin’ wrung, 

To step aside is human. 

One point must still be greatly dark, 

The moving why they do it; 

And just as tamely can ye mark 
How far, perhaps, they rue it. 

Who made the heart, ’t is He alone 
Decidedly can try us; 

He knows each chord — its various tone, 

Each spring — its various bias; 

Then at the balance let's be mute, 

We never can adjust it. 

What's done we partly may compute, 

But know not what’s resisted. 

Burm. 

1 

We on tiis globe are like insects in a garden; those who 
live on an oak seldom meet those who pass their shc^t lives 
on an ash. 

Voltaire, 

I WOULD rather sit on a pumpkin and have it all to my- 
self, than to be crowded on a velvet cushion. 


Thoreau, 
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GOLBO GLEAMS. 


Wb are pc>or, silly animals; we live for an instant upon a 
panicle of a bomnlless universe, and are much like a but- 
teriy lliat should argue about the nature of the seasons, 
ami what creates their vicissitud**s, and does not exist itself 
to see an annual revolution of them. 

Horace Walpole^ 

UNLESS we are accustomed to them from early youth, 
splendid chambers and elegant furniture had best be left to 
people who neither have nor can have any thoughts. 

Goethe. 

For my own private satisfaction, I had rather be master 
of my own time than wear a diadem. 

Bishop Berkeley. 

CJAiiT anything be so elegant, as to have few wants and 
serve them one’s self ? Parched corn, and a house with one 
apartment, that I may be free of all perturbations, that I 
may be serene and docile to what the mind shall speak, and 
girt and road-ready for the lowest mission of knowledge or 
goodness, is frugality for gods and heroes. 

Emerson. 


the farthest glimmering star 
That twinkles in the arch above, 

There is a world of truth and love 
Which earth’s vile passions never mar. 

Oh! could I snatch the eagle’s plumes 
And soar to that bright world above, 

Which Grod’s own holy light illumes 
With glories of eternal day, 

How gladly every lingering tie 
That binds me down to earth I’d sever; 

And leave for that blest home on high 
This hollow-hearted world forever! 

George B. Prentice. 



KEY-NOTI^. 


2.S3 

Hitmility is the hmm of e¥ery 

Afsci tliej who tha bwiki llie 

Gtni k#^t‘|is all Ili^ pity for the prcmiJ. 

Teach me to ^Tis easier far to die- — 

Gently anti silently to pass away — 

On earth'^s long night to elose the heavy eye, 

To waken in the realms of glorious day. 

Teach me that pain fill lesson, how to live, 

To serve Tliee in the darkest paths of ilfe; 

Arm me for conflict, and fresh vigor give, 

And make me more than conqueror in the strife. 

Teach me to live for self and sin no more. 

But use the time remaining to me yet; 

Not mine own pleasure seeking, as before. 

Wasting no precious hours in vain regret. 

Teach me to live! — no idler let me be, 

But in Thy service hand and heart employ; 

Prepared to do Thy bii1ding;cheerfullj — 

Be this mj highest and my holiest joy. 

Teach me to live! — my daily cross to bear, 

Nor murmur though I bend beneath its load; 

Only be with me. Let me feel Thee near; 

Thy smile sheds gladness on the darkest road. 

Teach me to live! — ^and find my life in Thee, 

Looking from earth and earthly things away; 

Let me not falter, but untiringly 

Press on, and gain new strength and power each day. 

Teach me to live! — with kindly words for all. 

Wearing no cold, repulsive brow of gloom; 

Waiting, with cheerful patience, till Thy call 
Summons me to my heavenly rest and home. 

Mi/mnaL 
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1 BO not know wbat I may appear to the world, but to 
myself 1 seem to ha¥e been only like a boy playing on the 
sea-shore, and diverting myself in now and then finding a 
tiiif, mother pebble or a prettier shell than ordinary, while the 
great ocean of truth lay all undiscovered before me. 

Newton, 


XXVII. 

MEMORY GEMS. 

From childhood’s hour I have not been 
As others were; I have not seen 
As others saw; I could not bring 
My passions from a common spring. 
From the same source I have not taken 
My sorrow; I could not awaken 
My heart to Joy at the same tone; 

And all I loved, I loved alone. 

Then, in my childhood — in the dawn 
Of a most stormy life — was drawn, 
From evky depth of good and ill. 

The mystery which binds me still; 
From the torrent, or the fountain, 

From the red cliff of the mountain, 
From the sun that ’round me roll’d 
In its autumn tint of gold; 

From the lightning in the sky 
As it pass’d me flying by — 

From the thunder and the storm ; 

And the cloud that took the form, 
When the rest of heaven was blue, 

Of a demon in my view. 


Edgar A, Poe, 



MEMOET 0,EM8. 


W* will revive tli€wa times, «di m oiir laeiiir.rii^H pn** 
serve aad still keep frasli, like lowers ia water, llicise lap* 
pier dajs. 

MkkUn 


Who art tliou, shadowj pas.se r-bj? 

I feel I know thee well, , 

Bat because thou art shadow, clowl, 

With o father sex nor avowed, 

Thy name I cannot tell. 

Who art thon, ghostly passer-by? 

*‘Oo earth thy mother — 1.” 

And thou, whose fluttering wing drcx>p8 low 
And faintly beats the air, 

Whose eyes are wet with tender tears. 

And dimmed with memories of past years; 

Who art thou? Speak and spare. 

**Thy sister, then, dost thou not know? 
Surely the dead forgotten 

Another follows; who art thou. 

So meek and mild of mien? 

‘^hy daughter once, thy angel now, 

I think of thee as low 1 lx>w 
The shining ranks between. 

I watch thee still” — Now heaven be kind 
And make my guardian angel blind. 

And thou? “Recall thy early love, 

For I am she.” And thou? 

“The shadow of a soul am I, 

The ghc«t of thine own heart; the cry 
Of conscience, visible, who now 
Stand ready to accuse in sight 
Of heaven.” 

Hide me, profoundest night! 


Victor Hugo. 
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Tiiek® ar© rei'*oll«‘^ctions as pl«*ai^a!it as they are sacred 
and eternal There are words and faces and places that 
never lose their hohi upon the heart. Tln^y may be words 
that we seldom bear amid the whirl ot life; faces that w© 
may never see on earth again; places that we are but sel- 
dom permitted to re-visit; but they were once the scenes, 
the associates, the |oy of our life; they had a controlling 
iiiiiieiice in training our aspirations and in shaping our des- 
tinies, and they cm never be wholly forgotten. The flight 
of years cannot sully their innocence, nor diminish their in- 
terest, and eternity will preserve tliein among the dearest 
reminiscences of earth. We may meet and love other 
faces, we may treasure other words, we may have other joys, 
we may mingle in other scenes and form other associations, 
but these old familiar faces, and these dear old familiar 
scenes, remain invested with a fadeless beauty, sacred in 
their exemption from oblivion and decay. 

Our youthful troubles and their sources are soon forgot- 
ten, but the objects of beauty which gladden the early 
life never cease to yield us delight. They become the stars 
in the firmament of youth, lighting up the pathway of the 
past, and when in later years the night of sorrow gathers 
round the soul, memory, like the astronomer’s tube, pierc- 
ing the surrounding gloom, sweeps that distant sky, and re- 
veals those stars still shining with undiminished lustre. 
The heart renews its youth, and the whole man is cheered 
and invigorated by the contemplation of those things of 
beauty that were the delight of earlier days. 

Henry A. Walker » 

Fair are the flowers and the children, but their subtle sug- 
gestion is fairer; 

Rare is the rose-burst of dawn, but the secret that clasps it 
is rarer; 

Sweet the exultance of song, but the strain that precedes 
it is sweeter; 



MEMORY Qhm. 237 

And never was poem yet writ^byt tbe meaniiig oiitiimslered 
the metre, 

Never a daisy that gm’ws, but a mystery giiidetli the flowing; 

Never a ri^’er tliat flows, but a majesty sceptres the flowing; 

Never a Shakespeare that soared, but a stronger than he 
did enfold him; 

Nor ever a prophet foretells, but a mightier seer hath fore- 
told him. 

Bick of the canvas that throbs, the painter is bin ted and 
hidden ; 

Into the statue that breathes, the soul of tlio sculptor is 
bidden ; 

Uniier the joy that is felt, lie the infinite issues of feeling; 

Crowning the glory revealed, is the glory that crowns the 
revealing. 

Great are the symbols of being, but that which is sjmboled 
is greater; 

Vast the create and beheld, but vaster the inward creator. 

Back of the sound broods the silence, back of the gift 
stands the giving; 

Back of the hand that receives, thrill the sensitive nerves 
of receiving. 

Space is as nothing to spirit, the deed is outdone by the doing; 

The heart of the wooer is warm, but warmer the heart of 
the wooing. 

And up from the pits where these shiver, and up from the 
heighte where those shine, 

Twin voices and shadows swim starward, and the essence 
of life is divine. 

Mkkard Meuif. 

Memory seizes the passing moment, fixes it upon the 

canvas, and hangs the picture on the souPs inner chambers, 

for her to look upon when she wilL 


Mamn, 
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Oh, tfioii to-morrow ! Mjstery ! 

Oil, clay that ever runs before ! 

What has thy hidden hand in store 
For mine, to-morrow, and for me? 

Oh, thou to-morrow ! What hast thou 
lo store to make me bear the now? 

Oh, day in which we shall forget 
The tangled troubles of to-day I 
Oh, day that laughs at duns, at debts! 

Oh, day of promises to pay ! 

Oh, shelter from all present storm I 
Oh, day in which we shall reform. 

Oh, safest, best day for reform I 
Convenient day of promises ! 

Hold back the shadow of the storm, 

Oh, blest to-morrow ! Chiefest friend, 

Let not thy mystery be less 
But lead us blindfolded to the end! 

Joaquin Millet. 

I KKOW not of the dark or bright 
Shall be my lot; 

If that wherein my hopes delight, 

Be best or not. 

It may be mine to drag for years 
Toil’s heavy chain; 

Or day and night, my meat be tears, 

On bed of pain. 

Dear faces may surround my hearth 
With smile and glee, 

Or I may dwell alone, and mirth 
Be strange to me. 

My bark is wafted to the strand 
By breath divine. 
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Anri on f'lie helm there resita a ilaiiti 
Othf‘r than iniii©. 

One who has known to sail 
I have on bcx^rd; 

Above the raging of the gale 
I hear mj Lord* 

He holds mo; when the billows smite 
I shall not fall; 

If sharp, ’t is short; if long, is light; 

He tempers all. 

Safe to the land, safe to the land! 

The end is this; 

And then with Him go hand in hand. 

Far into bliss* 

Demn A^ard. 

Whkn Goethe’s death was told, we said:, 

Sank, then, is- Hnrope’s sagest head; 

Physician of the iron age, 

Goethe has done his pilgrimage. 

He took the sneering, human race. 

He read each wound, each weakness clear; 

And struck his finger on the place. 

And said : Thon ailest here, and here I 
He looked on Europe’s dying hour 
Of fitfni dream and feverish power; 

His eye plnnged down the weltering strife. 

The tnrmoil of expiring life — 

He said: The end is everywhere; 

Art still has troth, take refuge there I 
And he was happy, if to know 
Causes of things, and far below 
His feet to see the lurid flow 
Of terror, and insane distress, 

Amd headlong fate, be happiness. 

Afatthmo Arnold* 


19 
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GOLDEN GLEAMS. 


Pf.AK not, nor sclieme, but calmly wait; 

His choice is best, 

While blind and erring is thy sight; 

His wisdom sees and judges right; 

So trust and rest 

Striye not, nor struggle; thy poor might 
Can never wrest 

The meanest thing to serve thy will; 

All power is His alone; be still, 

And trust and wait. 

What dost thou fear? His wisdom reigns 
Supreme, corsfessed; 

His power is infinite; His love 

Thy deepest, fondest dreams above; 

So trust and rest. 

Macduff- 

Ah! when will all be ended? If the dead 
Have unto tbera some little memory left 
Of things that, while they lived, fate from them reft, 
Ere life itself was reft them at last, 

Yet would to God these days at least were past. 

And all be done that here must needs be done. 

Ah! shall I, living underneath the sun, 

I wonder, wish for anything again. 

Or ever know what pleasure means, and pain? 

William Morris, 

Thbeb is a time, we know not when, 

A point, we know not where. 

That marks the destiny of men, 

To glory or despair. 

There is a line, by us unseen, 

That crosses every path ; 

The hidden boundary between 
God’s patience and his wrath. 
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To pass that limit m to ilie— 

To tlie as if bj stealth ; 

It floes not qiieoeh the 
Nor pale the glow of health. 

The conscience nmy be still at ease^ 

The spirits light and gay; 

That which pleases still may pl€^a5% 

And care be thrust away ; 

But on that forehead Gh>d has set 
Indelibly a mark. 

Unseen by man, for man as jot 
la blind, and in the dark. 

Indeed, the doomed one’s path below 
May bloom as Eden bloomed ; 

He did not, does not, will not know 
Or feel that he is doomed. 

He feels perchance, that all is well. 

And every fear is calmed ; 

He lives, he dies, h© wakes in hell. 

Not only doomed, but damned I 

Oh ! where is that mysterious bourn© 

By which our path is crossed. 

Beyond which, Grod himself hath sworn 
That he who goes, is lost? 

How long may we go on in sin? 

How long will Goii forbear? 

Where does hope end, and where begin 
The confines of despair? 

An answer from the skies is sent: 

Ye who from God depart, 

While it is called to-day, repent. 

And harden not your heart I 

AUriduted to Addison Aies^ander, D.JJ. 
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Theme is a fine passage in Sir Henry Taylor’s “Philip 
mn Arteveltie,*” in which Van Ryk says to the hero of the 

draina^ — 

“If you mark, ray lord, 

Mwtly a rumor of such things precedes 
The certain tidings.” 

And Philip musingly answers — 

“It is strange, yet true, 

That doubtful knowledge travels with a speed 
Miraculous, which certain cannot match. 

I know not why, when this or that has chanced, 

The smoke outruns the flash, but so it is.” 

Jmtin Me Carthy. 

Give thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any unproportioned thought his act; 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar; 

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 

Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel; 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new- hatch’d, unfledged comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel; but, being in. 

Bear ’t that the opposer may beware of thee. 

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice; 

Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judgment. 
Costly thy habit as tby purse can buy. 

But not expressed in fancy; rich, not gaudy, 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 

^ « :|c ;|c # 

Neither a borrower, nor a lender be, 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend. 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

This above all — to thine own self be true; 

And it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to any man; 

Farewell! my blessing season this in thee. 

to Laertes, 
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How mmj limes, m throiii^Ii the rooms I liMton, 

Without * thoJiglit of other dajs at all, 

I lift mj eyes, and straightway I am standing 
Before her picture, hanging on tli© waiL 

Altncst it seems her pleasant voiee is oalling, 

And I am going to answer, Yes, I hear; 

Ali earthly sounds shall be to me as silence, 

If you will speak, O mother, mother dmrV'^ 

No answer comes! I hush my breath to listtm, 

But still the eyes, with patient, steadfast gaze, 

LiK)k into mine; they pierce through ftesh and spirit; 

I bow mj head and blush beneath their rays* 

For she is wise with wisdom that appalls me; 

The solemn secrets of the grave she knows; 

And high o’er me, by God's own hand uplifted, 

Through wondrous ways of His own heaven, she goes. 

Beyond all change, and safe from timers mutation. 

And grieved no more by earth’s forlorn complaints, 
Thou pictured face! dim semblance of my mother! 

How dost thou look among the crowned saints? 

So far! so far! Once if I faintly called you, 

Or laughed, or wept, you were so quick to know; 

All else might fail, my mother’s love was certain; 

Now, dying, e’en your touch I must forego* 

Thou there, I here, and I know not what spaces 
Beyond the grave’s green width divide us two, 

Nor of the times, uncounted and unmeasured, 

That must go o’er me ere I look on you. 

But I shall find you! I am coming, mother! 

Sometime, somewhere, when His great will is done. 
And I am fit to stand once more beside you, 

To your high place I shall have leave to come. 

EUen M. M. Gates. 
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A man’s mlm and progress in this life roust be meas- 
nredy not by wliat he gets outwardly, but by what he gains 
inwardly. The beauty of a rose lies not in its encasements, 
but in the delicacy of its leaf-tinting and the delicious 
sweetness which rises out of its blushing bosom. So with 
roan. It is the color and fragrance of his nature within, it 
is the richness of his inward experience, and not the grand- 
eur and quality of his surroundings, which constitute his 
real glory and charm. 

Mev, W. //, JI. Murtmj. 

If there be memory in the world to come, 

If thought recur to some things silenced here, 

Then shall the deep heart be no longer dumb, 

But find expression in that happier sphere; 

It shall not be denied the utmost sum 
Of love to speak without or fault or fear, 

But utter to the harp, with changes sweet, 

Words that^ forbidden still, then heaven were incomplete. 

Jean Ingelow. 

At the end of life a man finds himself rich, not so much 
by his fortunes as by his misfortunes. The Persians had a 
VMe of gla^ which when empty was colorless, but when 
filled with wine, flashed forth many rare pictures. So a 
bc^om empty of a heart of pain makes a lustreless life; but 
a bosom in which a heart bleeds reveals hidden virtues. 

Theodore Tilton. 

How much so ever in this life’s mutations 
We seek our shattered idols to replace, 

Not one in all the myriads of the nations 
Can ever fill another’s vacant place. 

Each has its own, the smallest and most humble, 

As well as he, revered the wide world through ; 

With every death some love and hope must crumble. 
Which strive to build themselves anew.. 
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If the fair face of violets shoiiIJ perij^ii 
Before aiioilier springtime ha«l birtfi, 

Coiilfl all tile cosily blooms which florists 
Bring back its April beauty to tJio earih'i, 

Not the inmt gorgeous Hower that iiiich^siiS 
Could give the ohieis grace to vale and plaln^ 

Not even Persians gar^lens full of roses. 

Could evt3r make the world so fair again. 

And so with souls we love; they pass and leave tis— 
Time teaches p«atienee at a bitter cost; 

Yet ail the new loves, which the years may give its. 
Fill not the heart-place aching for the lost. 


XXVIII. 

EAEE BEILLTAjSTTS. 

Thb life is measured by the soiiPs advance. 


Life has been awfully injured when it looks only brick. 

Dmkl 

Oft in my way have I stood still, though but a casual 
passenger, so much I felt the awful ness ol life. 

’Ifbr&worf/i. 

The line of life is a ragged diagonal between duty and 
desire. 

Alger. 


Youth should be a saving^s bank. 


Madame SicetcMm. 
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Life, wlietLer in this world or any other, is the sum of 
IMF attainnient, our experience, our character. The condi- 
tions are secondary. In what other world shall we he more 

surely than we are here- 

Chapin. 


Life is a dream, and death an awakening. 

Beaumelle. 

Life’s evening will take its character from the day which 
has preceded it. 

Bishop Shuttleworth. 

A VERY little part of our life is so vacant from uneasi- 
ness as to leave us free to the attraction of remoter good. 

. Locke. 


Nothiko can be so sad as confinement for life, nor so 
sweet, please your honor, as liberty. 

Sterne. 


Life, like a dome of many-colored glass, 

Stains the white radiance of eternity. 

Shelley. 

A WIDE, rich heaven hangs above you, but it hangs high ; 
a wide, rough world is around you, and it lies very low- 

Lonald J. Mitchell. 

Life, like the waters of tie seas, freshens only when it 
ascends towards heaven. 

Bichter. 

The woof of life is dark, but it is shot with a warp of 
gold. 

F. TF. Bohertson. 

While we are reasoning oonoeming life, life is gone. 

Sume. 



Life is a crucible. We are tbFAwn into it^ and trieci 
'Tbe tetiitl -weight and Fake of a mm are eipre^^eci in the 
spiritual substance of the man, lill else is drc»». 

Chiipm. 


Life went a-roaying with nature, hope and poesy, when I 
was young. 

Cokrkige* 


Pi.ENOB boldly into the thick of life! Each lives it 
Not to many is it known; and seix© it where yoa wdl, il » 
interesting. 

Go€ike* 


Ikspect the neighborhood of thy life; every shelf, every 
nook of thy abode; and, nestling in, quarter thyself in the 
farthest and most domestic winding of thy snail-house, 

MicMer^ 


Mak carries under his hat a private theater, wherein i 
'greater drama is acted &an is ever performed on the mimic 
stage, beginning and ending in eternity. 

Wb paint onr lives in fresco. The soft and fusile plaster 
of the moment hardens under every stroke of the brush 
into eternal rock. 

Sierling, 

All die who have lived; all have not lived wiio died. 

Zimmerman, 

There are some men formed with feelings so blunt that 
they can hardly be said to be awake during the whole 
course of their lives. 

JBarks, 


The truest end of life is to know the life that never ends. 

Wiiiiam Penn, 
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O that I less could fear to lose this being, which, like a 
snow-ball in mj coward hand, the more it’s grasped the 
faster melts awayl 

Dryden, 

Gob proves us in this life, that he may the more plente- 

onslv reward us in the next. 

^ Wake, 

Life appears to me too short to be spent in nursing ani- 
mosity or registering wrongs. We are, and must be, one 
and all, burdened with faults in this world, but the time 
will come when, I trust, we shall put them oif in putting 
off our corruptible bodies; when debasement and sin will 
fall from us with this cumbrous frame of flesh. ^ * 

It is a creed in which I delight, to which I cling. It makes 
eternity a rest, a home— not a terror and an abyss. With 
this creed, revenge never worries my heart, degradation 
never too deeply disgusts me, injustice never crushes me 
too low; I live in calm, looking to the end. 

Charlotte 'Bronti, 

All common things, each day’s events, 

That with the hour begin and end, 

Our pleasures and our discontents, 

Are rounds by which w© may ascend. 

Longfellmo. 

It is impossible for that man to despair who remembers 
that his Helper is omnipotent 

Jeremy Taylor, 

No story is the same to us after the lapse of time; or 
rather, we who read it are no longer the same interpreters. 

George Eliot, 

Solicitude is the audience-chamber of God. 


Landor, 



by his own hearty, he is easily heated into resentraeiil. 

Samml J{>kmon* 

Eybry man who lives in the habitual practice of any toI- 
nntary sin, cuts himself off from Christianity. 

AddLmm. 

Teach self-denial and make its practice ph^asurable, 
and you create for the world a destiny more sublime than ever 
issued from the brain of the wildest dreamer. 

IFa/^^r ScntL 

Divisioir is never so agonizing m when it pounces on 
the wanderings of misguided sensibility. 

Lord Jijfm/. 

It is the special privilege of truth always tO' grow on 
candid minds. 

Scrimmr. 

Praise undeserved is satire in disguise. 

JSroadkMr§L 

# 

Little things console us because little things afflict us. 

Lmoai* 

Mahnei^ are the ornament of action. 

Summl Smiim* 

Guilt is a spiritual Rubicon, 

Lam Porter. 
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N«ithimg is so hard but search will find it out, 

JETerriek. 

Tbue joy is only hope put out of fear. 

Zord Brooke* 

If integrity were made the pride of the government, 
the love of it would soon spring up among the people. 

David Swbig* 

(JouRAaB is boldness built of moral timber. 

As in the fable, the wolf preached against sheep-stealing, 
so very many hunt down those sins in others which they 
shelter in themselves. 

8purgeo7i. 

When a woman hath ceased to be quite the same to us^ 
it matters little how different she becomes. 

ZandoT* 

Maxims are the condensed good sense of nations. 

Sir t/l Mackin;toeh* 

A OEOWD always thinks with its sympathy, never with 

its reason. 

W* B. Alger* 

When you find your antagonist beginning to grow warm, 
put an end to the dispute by some genteel badinage. 

Chesterfield, 

Conversation is the music of the mind; an intellectual 
orchestra, where all the instruments should bear a part, but 
where none should play together. 

Colton, 

When truth, in its forward flow, joins beauty, the two 
rivers make a new flood called “ Letters.” 


David Swing, 
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There is not a momaat wiibout some duty. 

Ckem. 

Desertion of a calumniated friend is an iininorai action. 

Sammi 

Ceeditoes lm?e better memories than debtors; and trmh 
itors are a superstitions sect — great obsen^ers of set days 
and times. 


I^rankim, 


1 HAVE lived long enongb to know what I did not at t^iie 
time believe — that no society can be upheld in happinea> 
and honor without the sentiment of religion. 

Lfipime* 


A BODY may as well lay too little^ m too much, stress 
upon dreams, but the less we heed them the better. 


Nature has caprices which art cannot imitate. 

Jfaeanlay. 

He who proposes to be an author should first be a stu- 
dent. 

Dr^den. 

Raw and injudicious writers propcMse one thing for their 
subject, and run off to another. 

JFeiion, 


Ten censure wrong for one who writes ami^. 

We are only vulnerable and ridiculous through our pre- 
tensions, 

Madame cfo &irardin^ 

He who gives himself airs of importance, exhibits the 
credentials of impotence. 


Lamter* 
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Thibe is but one book for genius — nature. 

Madame Delusy. 


Romance is the poetry of literature. 

Madame Meeker, 

If men are so wicked with religion, what would they be 

without it? 


Franklin, 


This country is not priest-ridden, but press-ridden. 

Longfellow, 

The press is the foe of rhetoric, but the friend of reason. 

Oolton, 

The productions of the press, fast as steam can make 
and carry them, go abroad through the land, silent as snow- 
flakes, but potent as thunder. 

Chapin, 

What gunpowder did for war, the printing-press has done 
for the mind ; and the statesman is no longer clad in the 
steel of special education, but every reading man is his 
judge. 

^ "Wendell Phillips, 

The Reformation was cradled in the printing-press, and 
established by no other instrument. 

Agnes Strickland, 

The invention of printing added a new element of 
power to the race. From that hour, weapons, forged in the 
mind, keen-edged and brighter than the sunbeam, were to 
supplant the sword and the battle-axe. 

Whipple, 

Four hostile newspapers are more to be feared than a 
thousand bayonets. 


Napoleon, 
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What w© need most is not so much to realize llie i«leal 
as lo idealize the real* 

Though I am always in haste I am neyer in a Inirry, 

Juhm Wedt^. 


Seek not to know 
What pi ease th Heaven to hide; 

Dark is the abyss of time, 

But light enough to guide our souls is given; 
Whatever weal or woe betide, 

Turn never from the path of truth aside, 
And leave the event, in holy hope, to Heaven, 


As in this life we woke into consciousness in the arms of 
loving friends, so we may venture to hope our nest waking 
will be bosomed by that eternal love which provided this 
shelter for us here. 

I KKEW a very wise man that believed that if a man were 
permitted to make all the ballads, he need not care who 
should make the laws of a nation. 

Fletcher, 


Foece yourself to reflect on what you read, paragraph 
by paragraph. 

Colmidge, 

Talk often, but not long. The talent of haranguing in 
private company is insupportable. 

jETorm 


They were young and inexperienced; and when will 
young and inexperienced men learn caution and distrust 
of themselves? 


Fwthe, 
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By all httinsn laws, as well as divine, self-murder has- 
ever been agreed on as the greatest crime. 

Sir W. Temple- 


Mbh are apt to prefer a prosperous error to an aiSiicted 

truth. 


Jeremy Taylor- 


All of us who are worth anything spend our manhood in 
unlearning the follies or expiating the mistakes of our 

youth. 

Shelley- 


The having turned many to righteousness shall confer a> 
starlike and immortal brightness. 

Boyle- 


A LITTLE bitter mingled in our cup leaves no relish of 
the sweet. 


Locke- 


Ik the loss of an object we do not proportion our grief 
to its real value, but to the value our fancies set upon it. 

Italeigh- 


Efthusiasts soon understand each other. 


Irving. 


Enthusiasm is that temper of mind in which the imagi- 
nation has got the better of the judgment. 

Warburton. 


The truly brave are soft of heart and eyes. 

Byron. 

Nothotg is, so contagious as enthusiasm; it is the real 
allegory of the lute of Orpheus; it moves stones; it charms- 
brutes. Enthusiasm is the genius of sincerity, and truth, 
accomplishes no victories without it^ ^ 

Bulmer Lytton^ 
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Every great and commanding movement in the annals 
of the world is the triumph of enthusiasm. 

Emcrmn, 

Custom will often blind one to the good as well as to the 
evil effects of any long- established system. 

Whately. 

There is a respect due to mankind which should incline 
even the wisest of men to follow innocent customs. 

Watts. 


What we call our despair is often only the painful eager- 
ness of unfed hope. 

George Eliot. 


Mark this well, ye proud men of action! Ye are, after 
all, nothing but unconscious instruments of the man of 
thought. 

Seinrich Heine. 


Character is the diamond that scratches every other 
stone. 


JBartol. 


I ALWAYS think the flowers can see us and know what we 
are thinking about. 

George Eliot. 


Nothi]S’G makes the earth seem so spacious as to have 
friends at a distance; they make the latitudes and longi- 
tudes. 

Thoreau, 


The best preparation for the future is the present well 
seen to, the last duty done. 

George McDonald. 


False modesty is the last refinement of vanity. 

Drxiyhre. 
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NOTHIN'© has BY&T remmained of any revolution but wbat 

was ripe in the conscience of the masses. 

^ Mollin. 

Eabmbst men never think in vain, though their thoughts 
may be errors. 

Bulwer Lytton, 

I coNSioEB the temperance cause the foundation of ali 
swial and political reform. 

Cohden, 

Tehfbbakcb puts wood on the fire, meal in the barrel, 
flour in the tub, money in the purse, credit in the country, 
contentment in the house, clothes on the back, and vigor in 
the body. 

Franklin. 

ViETUE dwells at the head of a river, to which we cannot 
get but by rowing against the stream. 


Be broad and tolerant; all wisdom is not in your brain ; 
exploded errors have had their dogmatists. Be a follower 
of the GroMen Rule; it is not only the highest morality, but 
is a fruitful source of true politeness, and is withal but sim- 
ple justice. 

J. B. O^Oonnor. 

The fortunate circumstances of our lives are generally 
found at last to be of our own producing. 

Goldsmith. 

Application is the price to be paid for mental acquisi- 
tion. To have the harvest we must sow the seed. 

Bailey. 

Agitation is the marshalling of the conscience of a na- 
tion, to mold its laws. 


BirBohert Peel. 
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What is true of tbe individual is true of the whole com- 
munity; and no wide-spread or permanent improvemeist of 
society can be expected until Total Abstinence becomes 
the accepted faith of the millions. 

J. D. O'OonnoT, 

Agitation is the method that plants the school by the 
side of the ballot-box. 

Wenidl FhllUp%^ 

All bow to virtue, and then walk away. 

J)e Fifioct 


Experience is the extract of suffering. 

Arthur Helps. 

No one is a hero to his valet. 

Madame de SimgrA. 


In the ardor ot pursuit, men soon forget the goal from 
which they start. 


Schiller* 


The saddest thing 
sadness. 


under the sky, is a soul incapable of 
Countess de Caspar in* 


What women would do if they could not cry, nobody 
knows 1 What poor, defenseless creatures they would be ! 

Douglas Jerrold* 


Learn to say no ! and it will be of more use to you than 
to be able to read Latin. 


Spurgeon* 


All that is human must retrograde, if it do not advance. 

Gibbon* 


Silence is the sanctuary of prudence. 

Balthasar Gradan* 
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Tme impromptu reply is precisely the touchstone of the 

man of wit. 

Moliire* 

Tbielbs make perfection, but perfection is no trifle. 

Michael Angelo. 

The smallest children are nearest to God, as the smallest 
planets are nearest the sun. 

Richter, 

That farewell kiss which resembles greeting, that last 
glance of love which becomes the sharpest pang of sorrow. 

George Eliot, 

Sleep, the type of death, is also like that which it typi- 
ies, restricted to the earth. It flies from hell, and is ex- 
cluded from heaven. 

Colton, 

A SINGLE type is often equal to ten thousand tongues in 
spreading the truth. 

Theo* L, Cuyler, 

The public is always even with an author who has not 
a just deference for them ; the contempt is reciprocal. 

Addison, 

Take a walk to refresh yourself with the open air, which, 
inspired fresh, doth exceedingly recreate the lungs, heart, 
and vital spirits^ 

Dr, ’W.Marcey, 

Yotr will never live to my age without you keep your- 
self in breath with exercise. 

Sir Philip Sidney. 

One who is contented with what he has done will never 
become famous by what he will da 


Bovee. 
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The most brilliant qualities become 
are not sustained bj force of character. 


tiseleas when they 
Seffur* 


To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm than all the gloss of art. 


Love strong as death — nay, stronger. 

Love mightier than the grave, 

Broad as the earth, and longer 
Than ocean’s widest wave ; 

This is the love that sought us, 

This is the love that bought us, 

This is the love that brought us 

To gladdest day from saddest night, 

From deepest shame to glory bright, 

From depths of death to life’s fair height ; 
This is the love that leadeth 
Us to his table here, 

This is the love that spreadeth 
For us the royal cheer. 


yoxjwho keep account 
Of crisis and transition in this life, 

Set down the first time Nature says plain ‘no’ 

To some ‘ yes’ in you, and walks over you 
In .gorgeous sweeps of scorn. We all begin 
By singing with the birds, and running fast 
With June days hand in hand ; but, once for all, 
The birds must sing against us, and the sun 
Strike down upon us like a friend’s sword, caught 
By an enemy to slay us, while we read 
The dear name on the blade which bites at us. 

Elizabeth jB. Browning. 
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SIBIXIEE DRIFTWOOD. 


Abvbbsitt is the trial of principle. 

Fielding 

Lifjb is a short day; but it is a working day. 

Hannah More. 


He is not only idle who does nothing, but he is idle who 
might be better employed. 

Socrates, 


Just in proportion as a man becomes good, divine, 
Christ-like, he passes out of the region of theorizing, of 
system-building, and hireling service, into the region of 
beneficent activities. It is well to think well; it is divine 
to act well. 

Horace Mann, 

Rest not! Life is sweeping by; 

Go and dare before you die. 

Goethe, 

Talk not of talents; what hast thou to do ? 

Thy duty, be thy portion five or two. 

Talk not of talents; is thy duty done ? 

Thou hadst sufficient, were they ten or one. 

Moyitgoimery, 

Theee is transcendent power in example. We reform 
others unconsciously when we walk uprightly. 

• Madame Swetchine, 

Uimn reason be ripe, examples direct more than precepts. 

Quarles, 
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way. 
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do more good by being good tlian in any 4>tlier 

Roifjkmd Hill, 


Example is more forcible than precept. People look at 
me six days in the week, to see what I mean on the seventh, 

VedL 

Those who give not till they die, show that they would 
not then, if they could keep it any longer. 

JBishop HalL 

If happiness has not her seat 
And center in the breast, 

We may be wise, or rich, or great, 

But never can be blest. 

Burns. 


Cast forth thy act, thy word, into the ever-living, ever- 
working universe. It is a. seed-grain that cannot die; un- 
noticed to-day, it will be found flourishing as a banyan- 
grove, perhaps, alas ! as a hemlock-forest after a thousand 
years. 

Carlyle. 


GEisruiisrE witticisms surprise those who say them as much 
as those who listen to them. 


Jouhert. 


Knowledge is proud that he knows so much; Wisdom 
is humble that he knows no more. 


Cowper. 

Too many people mistake impudence for independence. 


Labob to keep alive in your breast that little spark of 
celestial fire called conscience. 


Washington. 
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Justice is trutli in aclion. 


Fibelity is the sister of Justice. 

Horace- 

Not only to say the right thing in the right place, but, 
far more difficult still, to leave unsaid the wrong thing at 
the tempting moment, 

George A. Sala. 

J UDOE not; the workings of his brain 
And of his heart thou canst not see; 

What looks to thy dim eyes a stain, 

In God^’s pure light may only be 
A scar, brought from some well-won field, 

Where thou wouldst only faint and yield. 

Adelaide A- Procter. 


I HATE no respect for that self- boasting charity, which 
neglects all objects of commiseration near and round it, but 
goes to the end of the earth in search of misery, for the 
purpose of talking about it. 

George Mason. 

The charities that soothe, and heal and bless, are scat- 
tered at the feet of man, like flowers. 

'Wordsworth. 


I KETER knew a child of God being bankrupted by his 
benevolence. What we keep we may lose, but what we 
give to Christ we are sure to keep. 

Theo- L. Cuylet- 


Let thy alms go before, and keep heaven’s gate open 
for thee, or both may come too late. 


Herbert. 


Real glory springs from the silent conquest of ourselves. 

Thomson. 
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Nothing is so wholesome, nothing does so much for 
Ijeople’s looks, as a little interchange of the small coin of 
benevolence. 

Euffini. 

He sat among his bags, and, with a look 
Which hell might be ashamed of, drove the poor 
Away unalmsed ; and ’midst abundance died — 

Sorest of evils — died of utter want. 

JPoliock, 


I couxT this thing to be grandly true : 

That a noble deed is a step toward God, 

Lifting the soul from the common sod 
To a purer air and a broader view. 

Holland. 


How far that little candle throws its beams 1 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

Shakespeare. 


Nothing, except what flows from the heart, can render 
even external manners truly pleasing. 

Blair. 


It is not money, nor is it mere intellect that governs the 
world; it is moral character; it is intellect associated with 
moral excellence. 

JEx' President Woolsey. 


To the generous mind, the heaviest debt is that of grati- 
tude, when it is not in our power to repay it, 

Franklin. 


These are the great of earth— 
Great, not by kingly birth, 

Great in their well-proved worth — 
Firm hearts and true. 


Pierpont. 
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Goob qualities are the substantial riches of the mind; 
but is is good breeding that sets them off to advantage. 

Locke. 

A SINGLE had habit in an otherwise faultless character, 
as an ink-drop, soiieth the pure white page. 

Ballou. 

The most happy man is he %vho knows howto bring into 
relation the end and the beginning of his life. 

Goethe. 


Reflected in the lake, I love 

To mark the star of evening glow; 

So tranquil in the heaven above, 

So restless on the wave below! 

Thus heavenly hope is all serene; 

But earthly hope, how bright soe’er, 

Still ffuctuates o’er this changing scene, 

As false and fleeting as ’t is fair. 

Townshend. 


The greatest events of an age are its best thoughts. It 
is the nature of thought to find its way into action. 

Borne. 


It is one thing to be tempted, another thing to fall. 

lihakespeare. 


A'e effort made for the happiness of others lifts us above 
ourselves. 


Lydia Maria Child. 


No man is born into the world whose work 
Is not born with him; there is always work, 
And tools to work withal, for those who will; 
And blessed are the horny hands of toil. 


Lowell. 
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Self- EASE is pain; tliy only rest 
Is labor for a worthy end; 

A toil that gains with what it yields, 

And scatters to its own increase; 

And hears, while sowing- outward fields. 

The harvest song of inward peace. 

WMtikr. 


Whei^’er a noble deed is wrought, 

When’er is spoken a noble thought, 

Our hearts in glad surprise 
To higher levels rise. 

The tidal wave of deeper souls 
Into our inmost being rolls, 

And lifts us unawares 
Out of all meaner cares. 

Longfellow. 

We rise by things that are ’neath our feet, 

By what we have mastered of good and gain, 

By the pride deposed and passion slain, 

And the vanquished ills that we hourly meet. 

Holland. 

A SCEISTT, a note of music, a voice long unheard, the stir- 
ring of the summer breeze, may startle us with the sudden 
revival of long-forgotten thoughts and feelings. 

Talfourd. 

What you keep by you, you may change and mend, 

But words once spoken can never be recalled, 

Roscommon. 

Get but the truth once uttered, and ’tis like a star new 
born, that drops into its place, and which, once circling in 
its placid round, not all the tumult of the earth can shake. 

Lowell. 
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Sescse is our helmet^ wit is but the plume, 

The piume exposes, ’t is our helmet saves. 

Sense is the diamond, weighty, solid, sound; 

When cut by wit, it caste a brighter beam; 

Yet, wit apart, it is a diamond still. 

Young. 

The only amaranthine flower on earth 
Is virtue; the only lasting treasure, truth. 

Cowper, 

Like an inundation of the Indus is the course of time. 
We look for the homes of our childhood — they are gone ! 
for the friends of our childhood — they are gone ! The 
loves and animosities of youth, where are they? Swept 
away like the camps that had been pitched in the sandy bed 
of the river. 

Longfellow, 


Houbs are golden links, God’s token, 

Reaching heaven; but one by one 
Take them, lest the chain be broken, 

Ere thy pilgrimage be done. 

Adelaide A, Procter, 


The veil which covers the face of 
the hand of Mercy. 


futurity, is woven by 
JBulwer Lytton, 


Theee’s a wideness in ^od’s mercy 
Like the wideness of the sea; 
There’s a kindness in His justice 
Which is more than liberty. ' 

For the love of God is broader, 

Than the measures of man’s mind; 
And the heart of the Eternal 
Is most wonderfully kind. 


F, Faher, 
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We mount to heaven mostly on the rains of our cherished 
schemes, finding our failures were successes. 

Almtt 

0:^E of the best rules in conversation is, never to say a 
thing which any of the company can reasonably wish had 
been left unsaid. 

Swift 

Never hold any one by the button, or the hand in order 
to be heard out; for, if people are unwilling to hear you, 
you had better hold your tongue than them. 

ChesterJieitL 

EnncATiOK is a better safeguard of liberty than a stand- 
ing army. If we retrench the wages of the schoolmaster, 
we must raise those of the recruiting sergeant. 

Edward Everett 

Jails and prisons are the complement of schools ; so 
many less as you have of the latter, so many more you 
must have of the former. 

ir&race Mann. 


If you know how to spend less than you get, you have 
the philosopher’s stone. / 

Franklin. 


If we are at peace with God and our own conscience, 
what enemy among men need we fear? 

Ballou. 


Ik every sphere of life “ the post of honor is the post of 
duty.” 

Chapin. 


Let me be strong among my constituents, and I can 
stand against the world. 


John Randolph. 
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It is BO small commendation to manage a little well. 
He is a good wagoner who can turn in a little room. To 
live well in abundance is the praise of the estate, not of 

the pereon. 

Bishop HalL 

Whokteb makes a great fuss about doing good does 
very little ; he who wishes to be seen and noticed when he 
is doing good will not do it long. 


The world is out of tune, and our hearts are out of tune, 
and the more our souls vibrate to the music of heaven, the 
more must they feel the discords of earth. 


Mere sensibility is not saving. Many are affected by 
the tragedy of the cross who will not receive its doctrines 
or deny themselves a single indulgence for His sake who 
hung thereon. 


We should not despair for the goodness of the world if 
we do not happen to see it immediately around us. The at« 
mosphere is still blue, though so much of it enclosed in our 
apartment is colorless. 


WouLDST thou from sorrow find a sweet relief? 

Or is thy heart oppressed with woe untold? 

Balm wouldst thou gather for corroding grief ? 

Pour blessings round thee like a shower of gold. 

Charles Wilcox, 

When first thy eyes unveil, give thy soul leave 
To do the like; our bodies but forerun 
The spirit’s duty; true hearts spread and heave 
Unto their Grod, as flowers do to the sun. 

JET. Vaughan. 
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If there is a virtue in the world at which we should aiin^ 
it is cheerfulness. 

JBuiwer Litton, 

Brevity is the soul of wit, and tediousness the limbs and 
outward flourishes. 

Shakespeare. 

If you would not have affliction visit you twice, listen at 
once to what it teaches. 

James Burgh. 

Harsh counsels have no effect; they are like hammere 
which are always repulsed by the anvil. 

ITelvetius. 

Every man, however wise, requires the advice of some 
sagacious friend in the affairs of life. 

PlaiUm. 


Oh, how many deeds 
Of deathless virtue and immortal crime. 

The world had wanted, had the actor said, 

‘‘I will do this to-morrow!” 

Ziord John Bussell. 

True worth is in being, not seeming — 

In doing each day that goes by 
Some little good — not in dreaming 
Of great things to do by and by; 

For whatever men say in their blindness, 

And spite of the fancies of youth, 

There is nothing so kingly as kindness, 

And nothing so royal as truth. 

Alice Carp. 

Gon is glorified, not by our groans, but our thanksgivings; 
and all good thought and good action claim a natural alli- 
ance with good cheer. 


Whipple. 
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Give words, kind words, to those who err; 

Remorse doth need a comforter. 

Though in temptation’s wiles they fall. 

Condemn not — we are sinners all. 

With the sweet charity of speech, 

Give words that heal, and words that teach. 

Mrs. Bigourney* 

A LITTLE word in kindness spoken, 

A motion or a tear, 

Has often healed the heart that’s broken. 

And made a friend sincere. 

A word, a look, has crushed to earth 
Full many a budding flower, 

Which, had a smile but owned its birth, 

Would bless life’s darkest hour. 

Then deem it not an idle thing 
A pleasant word to speak; 

The face you wear, the thoughts you bring, 

A heart may heal or break. 

Ooles worthy. 

Is thy cruse of comfort failing ? 

Rise and share it with another, 

And through all the years of famine 
It shall serve thee and thy brother; 

Love divine will fill thy storehouse, 

Or thy handful still renew; 

Scanty fare for one will often 
Make a royal feast for two. 

Mrs. Charles. 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles; 

His love sincere, his th<5ughts immaculate; 

His tears pure messengers sent from the heart; 

His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth. 

Bhahespeare. 
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He that was taught only by himself had a fool for a 
master. 


JBen Jomom. 


Why work I not ? The veriest mite that sports its one- 
day life within the sunny beam has its stern duties. 

Alexander Smith. 


To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

Wordeworth. 


SuisTDAY is the golden clasp that binds the volume of the 
week. 


Longfellow. 


The best way in the world to seem to be anything is 
really to be what we would seem to be. 

^ Tillotson. 


A GREAT man is always willing to be little. While he 
sits on the cushion of advantages he goes to sleep. When 
he is pushed and disappointed, tormented, defeated, he has 
a chance to learn something. He has been put on his wits, 
but he has gained facts 5 he has learned his ignorance, he is 
cured of the insanity of conceit, has got moderation and 
real skill. 

LJmerson. 

The essence of true nobility is neglect of self. Het the 
thought of self pass in, and the beauty of a great action is 
ffone, like the bloom from a soiled flower. 

JFroude. 

Were I, 0 GodI in churchless lands remaining. 

Far from all voice of teachers or divines, 

My soul would find, in flowers of thy ordaining, 
Priests, sermons, shrines. 

Horace Smith. 
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Theee is a certain noble pride through which merits 
shine brighter than through modesty* 

Elchter. 

Sweet is the breath of praise when given by those whose 
own high merit claims the praise they give. 

Hannah More, 

Teouble and perplexity dnve me to prayer, and prayer 
drives away perplexity and trouble. 

Melanchton, 


Ik all the affairs of human life, social as well as political, 
I have remarked that courtesies of »a small and trivial char- 
acter are the ones that strike deepest to the grateful and 
appreciating heart. 

Henry Olay, 

There is nothing more to be esteemed than a manly 
firmness and decision of character. I like a person who 
knows his own mind and sticks to it; who sees at once 
what is to be done in given circumstances and does it. 

William Hazlitt, 

With white wings spread she bounded o’er the deep, 
Home from the tossings of a stormy sea, 

Where waves had yawned, and winds howled fearfully; 
And where the harbor’s waters seemed to sleep 
In breezeless calm, and deep, untroubled rest, 

She glided in, furling her weary wing, 

Dropping her anchor down, and like a living thing, 
Settling securely on the water’s breast. 

So, Oh, my God! from the rough sea of life, 

Driven by doubt and fear and haggard care, 

Let me my worn and weary spirit bear, 

Far from its rage and noise and stormy strife, 

Into the haven of Thy sheltering love, 

And find an anchorage no storm can move. 

Mary A, Lwermore, 
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The soul’s dark cottage, battered and decayed, 

Lets in new light through chinks that time has made; 
Stronger by weakness wiser men become, 

As they draw iiestr to their eternal home, 

Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view, 

That stand upon the threshold of the new. 

JEJdmund Waller. 

Ijt His death Christ is a sacrifice, satisfying for our sins; 
in the resurrection, a conqueror; in the ascension, a king, 
in the intercession, a high-priest. 

Luther. 

Christiaan" faith is a grand cathedral with divinely pic- 
tured windows. Standing without, you see no glory nor 
can possibly imagine any; standing within, every ray of 
light reveals a harmony of unspeakable splendors. 

Hawthorne. 

I HAVE read the Bible through many times. It is a book 
of all others for lawyers, as well as divines, and I pity the 
man who cannot find in it a rich supply of thought and 
rule of conduct. 

Daniel Webster. 

When a book raises your spirits and inspires you with 
noble and courageous feelings, seek for no other rule to 
'udge the work by; it is good, and made by a good work- 
man. 

Bruyhre. 

Never burn kindly written letters; it is so pleasant to 
read them over when the ink is brown, the paper yellow 
with age, and the hands that traced the friendly words are 
folded over the hearts that prompted them. Keep all lov- 
ing letters. Burn only the harsh ones, and in burning, for- 
give and forget them. 
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Tub Looks wMck help you most are those which make 
you thiuk the most. The hardest way of learning is by 
easy reading. 

Theodore Farker, 

Books are the true levelers. They give to all who faith- 
fully use them the society, the spiritual presence, of the 
greatest and best of our race. 

Charming. 

Pkoplb talk of the sacrifice I have made in spending so 
much of my life in Africa. Can that be called a sacrifice 
which is simply paid as a small part of a great debt owing 
to our Grod, which we can never repay? Is that a sacrifice 
which brings its own blest reward in healthful activity, the 
consciousness of doing good, peace of mind, and a bright 
hope of a glorious destiny hereafter? Away with the word 
in such a view, and with such a thought. 

I>r, Livingstone. 

What shall I do?” My boy, don’t stand asking; 

Take hold of something — whatever you can, 

Don’t turn aside for the toiling or tasking; 

Idle, soft hands never yet made a man. 

Grasp with a will whatever needs doing; 

Still stand ready, when one work is done, 

Another to seize, then still pursuing 

In duty your course, find the victory won. 

Do your best for to-day, trust God for to-morrow; 

Don’t be afraid of a jest or a sneer; 

Be cheerful and hopeful, and no trouble borrow; 

Keep the heart true, and the head cool and clear. 

If you can climb to the top without falling. 

Do it. If not, go as high as you can. 

Man is not honored by business or calling; 

Business and calling are honored by man. 

Mrs. Gage. 
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O MOTHERS whose children are sleeping, 

Thank God by their pillows, to-night; 

And pray for the mothers now weeping 
O’er pillows too smooth and too white; 

Where bright little heads oft have lain. 

And soft little cheeks have been pressed; 

O mothers who know not this pain, 

Take courage and bear all the rest! 

For the sombre-winged angel is going 
With pitiless flight o’er the land, 

And we wake in the morn, never knowing 
What he, ere the night, may demand. 

Yes, to-night, while our darlings are sleeping, 
There’s many a soft little bed, 

Whose pillows are moistened with weeping 
For the loss of one dear little head. 

There ar^3 hearts on whose innermost altar 
There is nothing but ashes, to-night; 

There are voices whose tones sadly falter, 

And dim eyes that shrink from the light* 

0 mothers whose children are sleeping, 

As ye bend to caress the fair heads, 

Pray, pray, for the mothers now weeping 
O’er pitiful, smooth little beds! 

Christian Union, 

Mak is naturally so stupid, that he must be amazed be- 
fore he will wake up and see anything. It is only when 
the Macaulays and the Lamartines and the Dantes and 
Homers come along, that the human family will really con- 
fess that there is anything of value or of beauty taking 
place in the world. 

David Swing, 

' They are slaves who dare not be 
In the right with two or three. 

DowelL 
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Be it a weakness, it deserves some praise. 

We love the plaj-place of our early days; 

The scene is touching, and the heart is stone 
That feels not at that sight, and feels at none. 

Cowper* 

Death is another life; we bow our heads 

At g’oing out, we think, and enter straight 

Another golden chamber of the King'’s, 

Larger than this we leave, and lovelier. 

Bailey. 

How sweet in winter-time we feign the spring, 

How fair by night we dream the day shall be? 

Can any April-tide such freshness bring, 

Our eyes on any morn such brightness see? 

Half heedlessly we hear the first bird sing, 

Behold the first shoots breaking on the tree; 

And when we wake, our reason fain would cling 
Prisoners to fancy, fearing to be free. 

For like the crossing leaves, that day by day 
Grow larger, till they weave the linden shade, 

Our pleasures so are woven to a whole; 

Not in the part we see how glad are they. 

But after find ev’n fairer than we prayed — 

Their dreams and memories left within the soul. 


Not yet, O friend! not yet; 

The patient stars 

Lean from their lattices content to wait; 

All is illusion till the morning bars 
Slip from the levels of the eastern gate. 

Night is too young, O friend! day is too near; 
Wait for the day that maketh all things clear — 
Not yet, 0 friend! not yet. 
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Kot yet, 0 friend! not yet; 

All is not true; 

All is not ever as it seemeth now; 

Soon shall the river take another bine, 

Soon dies yon light upon the mountain brow; 

What iieth dark, O love! bright day will fill; 

Wait for thy morning, be it good or ill — 

Not yet, 0 iovel not yet. 

Bret Harte. 
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Every absurdity has a champion to defend it, for error 
is always talkative. 

Goldsmith, 

Reason is the test of ridicule — not ridicule the test of 
truth. 

Bishop Warhurton. 

There are men of concealed fire that doth not break 
out in the ordinary circumstances of life. 

Addison, 


A MAN should never be ashamed, to own he has been in 
the wrong, which is but saying in other words that ho is 
wiser to-day than he was yesterday. 

Bope. 

Science — in other words, knowledge — ^is not the enemy 
of religion; for, if so, then religion would mean ignorance; 
but it is often the antagonist of school- divinity. 

Holmes, 
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We do not become righteous by doing what is righteous, 
but having become rig*hteous we do what is righteous. 

Luther. 


Homax government is a necessary 
ruins of the bowers of paradise. 


evil built upon the 
Thomas Paine. 


Deeat) more the blunderer’s friendship than the calum- 
niater^s enmity. 

Lavater. 


JLil admirari is the motto which men of the world al- 
ways affect; they think it vulgar to wonder or to be en- 
thusiastic. They have so much corruption and so much 
charlatanism that they think the credit of all high qualities 
must be delusion. 

Sir Egerton Brydges. 

SciEN'CE is the natural ally of religion. 

Theodore Parher. 


The tallest trees are most in the power of the wind. 

William Penn. 


The ablest pilots are willing to receive advice from pas- 
sengers in tempestuous weather. 


Cicero. 


Nature’s tears are reason’s merriment. 

Shakespeare. 

Sterk winter loves a dirge-like sound. 

Wordstcorth. 

There is none so homely but loves a looking-glass. 

South. 


Gold, — the picklock that never fails. 


Massinger. 
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We read on the forehead of those who are surronrided l)j 
riixury, that fortune sells what she is thought to give. 

Xa jFoHiaim* 


How sad a sight is human happiness to those whose 
thoughts can pierce beyond an hour ! 


Young, 


W HEN a man pursues money only, his features become 
narrowed; his eyes shrink and converge; his smile, when 
he has any, hardens; his language fails of poetry and orna- 
ment; his letters to a friend dwindle down to a telegraphic 
dispatch; he seems to have no time for anything, because 
his heart has only one thing for which it wishes time. 

David Swing, 


The indiscriminate defense of right and wrong contracts 
the understanding, while it hardens the heart. 

Junius, 


Patience and gravity of bearing are an essential part 
of justice ; and an over-speaking judge is no weil-tuned 
cymbal. 

Dord Bacon, 

Let the student often stop and examine himself upon 
what he has read. Let him cultivate intercourse with 
others pursuing the same studies, and converse frequently 
upon the subject of their reading. 

George Sharswood. 

There is perhaps no profession, after that of the sacred 
ministry, in which a high-toned morality is more impera- 
tively necessary than that of the law. 

George Sharswood, 

Feetfijlnbss of temper will generally characterize those 
who are negligent of order. 


Blair, 
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Moeality is but the vestibule of religion. 


Chapin, 


If you would convince a person of his mistakes, accost 
him not upon that subject when his spirit is ruffled. 

Isaac Watts, 

A OBOWD is not company, and faces are but a gallery of 
pictures, where there is no love. 


A JEST is a very serious thing. 


Lord Bacon, 

Churchill, 


Science is the topography of ignorance. 

Holmes, 


The value of a thought cannot be told. 

Bailey, 

Teuth is everlasting, but our ideas of truth are not. 
Theology is but our present ideas of truth classified and 
arranged. 

Beecher, 


Orthodoxy is the Bourbon of the world of thought, 
learns not, ne th.r can it forget. 

Professor Huxley, 


It 


A EOGHE is a roundabout fool. 

Shallow men believe in luck; 
cau.,e and etiect. 


Coleridge, 

strong men believe in 
Emerson. 


The man who always demands that you shall “ stick to 
the facts,” means that you shall accept his theory ; and the 
man who says that ‘‘it stands to reason,” usually cannot 
reason. 
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With me it is always the unexpected which happens. 

Jmms A. GarjiehL 

The flower of sweetest smell is shy and lowly, 

Wonhwurih, 


A TEDIOUS person is one a man would leap a steeple 
from. 


JBtn J'omon. 


A MAiifl’ of letters is often a man with two natures — one a 
book nature, the other a human nature. These often clash 
sadly. 

Whipple. 


Love’s sweetest meanings are unspoken; the full heart 
knows no rhetoric of words. 


Borne. 


Cursed be the social lies that wairp us from the living 
truth I 


Tennyson, 


There is^ne art of which every man should be master, 
the art of reflection. 


Coleridge. 


Ah ! surely nothing dies but something mourns. 

Byron. 


IiTTO the path of sin 
One step may take you, 
For wrong lies near 
To the path of right; 
But lower down, 

From right to wrong, 
The way descends; 

But back again to right 
’T is steep and rugged. 
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A MAM wlio is not able to make a bow to his own oon- 
scienoe every morniBg is hardly in a condition to respeot- 
fnlij salute the world at any other time of the day. 

Douglas Jerrold. 

Hebobs have gone out; quacks have come in; the reign 
of quacks has not ended with the nineteenth century. The 
sceptre is held with a firmer grasp; the empire has a wider 
boundary. We are all the slaves of quackery in one shape 
or another. Indeed, one portion of our being is always 

playing the successful quack to the other. 

^ ° GarlyU, 

CouLB I obtain a hearing of the young men and young 
women who thus seek the city, I would say to them, not as 
some might, Flee for your lives back to your homesteads 
and villages,” for theirs is a noble and a worthy ambition. 
But I would say to them, “Put on the whole armor of God, 
seek out the society and sustaining friendship of the virtu- 
ous, attend the house of God and cling to that teacher 
who most sensibly touches your soul. Devote yourself in 
busy hours to the interests of your employer, or to the 
needs of your business if you are your own employer, and 
in your leisure moments seek the libraries and picture gal- 
leries; or, better still, pursue in the privacy of your own 
chamber a course of solid reading, which in itself offers a 
stronger security than anything else, except religious train- 
ing, against the wiles and temptations of sin in a great 
city. strictly to the early teachings of religious 

parents, forget not your early prayers; and, in company 
where there may be sneerers, sceptics or atheists, who dis- 
dain the acknowledgment of a Supreme Being, have the 
courage and resolution to proclaim your belief, and in re- 
ply to their taunts and sneers show them that you can be 
more affable, more agreeable, and more attractive company 
with your belief, than they with theirs. 
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Death is a friend of ours, and he that is not ready to en- 
tertain him is not at home. 




Not here, not here! not where the sparkling waters 
Fade into mocking sands, as we draw near; 
Where in the wilderness each footstep falters: 

I shall be satisfied — but oh, not here! 


Not here, where every dream of bliss deceives us. 
Where the worn spirit never gains its goal; 

Where haunted ever by the thought that grieves us 
Across us floods of bitter memory roll. 

There is a land where every pulse is thrilling 
With rapture earth’s sojourners may not know; 

Where heaven’s repose the weary heart is stilling, 
And peacefully life’s time-tossed currents flow. 

Far out of sight, while yet the flesh enfolds us. 

Lies the fair country where our hearts abide. 

And of its bliss is naught more wondrous told us 
Than these few words, I shall be satisfied!” 


Satisfied, satisfied! the spirit’s yearning 

For sweet companionship with kindred minds, 

The silent love that here meets no returning, 

The inspiration which no language finds — 

Shall they be satisfied? the soul’s vague longing, 

The aching void which nothing earthly fills? 

O, what desires upon my soul are thronging, 

As I look upward to the heavenly hills! 

Thither my weak and weary feet are tending; 

Savior and Lord! with thy frail child abide; 

Guide me toward home, where, all my wanderings ending, 
I then shall see Thee and be satisfied.” 
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Tieed! well, and what of that? 

Didst* fancy life was spent on beds of ease, 
Flntteriog the rose-leaves scattered by the breeze? 
Come, rouse thee! work while it is called to-day; 
Coward, arise, go forth upon thy way! 

Lonely! and what of that? 

Some must be lonely; ’tis not given to all 
“To feel a heart responsive rise and fall — 

To blend another life into its own ; 

Work may be done in loneliness; work on ! 

Dark! well, and what of that? 

Didst fondly dream that sun would never set? 

Dost fear to lose thy way? Take courage yet I 
Learn thou to walk by faith and not by sight, 

Thy steps will guided be and guided right. 

Hard! well, and what of that? 

Didst fancy life one Summer holiday, 

With lessons none to learn, and naught but play? 
Gro, get thee to thy task. Conquer or die! 

It must be learned; learn it then patiently. 

No help! nay, ’tis not so; 

Though human help be far, thy God is nigh, 

Who feeds the ravens, hears His children’s cry; 

He’s near thee wheresoe’er thy footsteps roam, 

And He will guide thee, light thee, help thee home. 


Let us pass over! ” We were far astray; 

Between us and our home the sea was wide; 
When He, who is himself the blessed way. 

Bade us cross over and with Him abide. 

Faith wavered, and temptation lured us on; 

Too fair, this world, for mortal to withstand; 

Yet came His voice, though from Him we had gone; 
“ Let us pass over to a better land. ” 
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A^irain our hearts were torn with grief and pain ; 

Our eyes tear-blinded; life seemed only loss! 

When calling us to His pierced side again, 

Christ showed to us the crown beyond the cross! 

And now life wanes. We stand by the dark river, 

With none beside save Him the crucified. 

Gently He calls, whose love is joy forever; 

‘‘ Let us pass over to the other side. ” 

Friends^ Feview, 

The look of sympathy, the gentle word, 

Spoken so low that only angels heard; 

The secret art of pure self-sacrifice, 

Unseen by men, but marked by angels’ eyes — 
These are not lost. 

The sacred music of a tender strain, 

Wrung from a poet’s heart by grief and pain, 

And chanted timidly, with doubt and fear, 

To busy crowds, who scarcely pause to hear — 
These are not lost. 

The silent tears that fall at de^d of night 

Over soiled robes, that once were pure and white: 

The prayers that rise like incense from the soul, 
Longing for Christ to make it clean and whole — 
These are not lost. 

The happy dreams that gladdened all our youth, 
When dreams had less of self and more of truth; 

The childhood’s faith, so tranquil and so sweet. 
Which sat like Mary at the Master’s feet^ — 

These are not lost. 

The kindly plans devised for others’ good. 

So seldom guessed, so little understood; 

The quiet, steadfast love that strove to win 
Some weary wanderer from the ways of sin — 
These are not lost. 
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Not lost, O Lord! for, in thy city bright, 

Our eyes shall see the past by clearer light, 
And things long hidden from our gaze below, 
Thou wilt reveal, and we shall surely know — 
These are not lost. 


Theke’s many a life chained down by circumstance 
And tethered to a close and narrow scope, 

That wildly throbs impatient to advance, 

And soar to join its dear desire and hope ; 

Yet brooding in the realms of hope’s expanse, 

Falls down within its narrow beaten track. 

And wakes at last from out a lifelong trance 
To find in death each hope turned empty back. 

It is not only to the scroll of fame, 

N^r to the sculptur’d stone to honor raised, 

Is limited the noble deed and name ; 

These, in their greatness known, the world has praised; 
But many a life has been whose dying flame 
Has flickered dimly to a lowly end, 

Whose noble deeds a deathless name might frame, 

Yet died, unknown, un honored, with no friend. 

There have been heroes more than battles make, 

Whose greatness never reached a herald’s ears ; 

There have been martyrs, never at the stake, 

Who suffered martyrdom thro’ lingering years ; 

As noiseless as the snow falls, flake by flake, 

And melts unseen upon the rolling wave, 

So their pure lives in silent actions spake, 

Their virtues mute went down into the grave. 

The ills of life are manifold — they come 
Upon the righteous and the bad the same, 

The rich and poor alike must take their sum, 

For trouble knows no station, caste or name ; 
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In life’s great camp, above the merry 1mm 
Of thoughtful life, steals in the solemn tone 
Of sorrow, beating his low muffletl drum, 

And the tramping on, with rendering wail and moan. 

Time creeps upon us unawares ; the years 
Like ocean waves roll up, and onward go. 

The burdens of the day, joys, hopes and fears, 

NIove ever with a ceaseless ebb and flow ; 

Look back upon the rolling past, that rears 
Its waves in silent tempest, and behold ! 

It fills the mind with many mingled fears. 

Fears for the things the future may behold. 

And shall we wail and sorrow for the dead? 

Nay, rather for the living drop a* tear ! 

Their’s is the moist eye, their’s the heart of lead, 

Their’s the drooping soul that needeth cheer. 

Then weep — weep for the living — ^their’s the woe. 

The ills of life are ended with the dead ! 

They leave their sorrows and their griefs below, 

The living have life’s future to dread ! 

We know the present, and the bygone, too ; 

We know what we have been and what we are ; 

But, oh! that we the unborn future knew 1 

Would it the present’s sweet contentment mar? 

Alas ! we know not, death alone is true ; 

But what shall fill the space that lies between? 

We cannot say, we may not catch the clue. 

Or know our parts in each succeeding scene ! 


Sweet hand that, held in mine, 

Seems the one thing I cannot live without. 

The soul’s one anchorage in this storm and doubt, 
I take thee as a sign 
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Of sweeter days in store 
For life, and more than life, when life is done, 

And thy soft pressure leads me gently on 
To Heaven’s own evermore. 

I have not much to say. 

Nor that much in words, at such fond request. 

Let my blood speak to thine, and hear the rest 
Some silent heartfelt way. 

Thrice blest the faithful hand 
Which saves e’en while it blesses; hold me fast; 

Let me not go beneath the floods at last. 

So near the better land. 

Sweet hand that, thus in mine, 

Seems the one thing I cannot live without, 

My heart’s one anchor in the storm and doubt, 

Take this, and make me thine. 

Frazier^B Magazine. 

WiLB raged the tempest. 

Fierce was the blast, 

Bright gleamed the lightning, 

Fell the rain fast; 

High rolled the billows, 

Crested with white, 

Grlearaing like phantom forms 
In the dark night. 

See that lone ship afar ; 

Waves wash its deck, 

Tossed by the angry sea, 

Almost a wreck. 

Still sleeps the Pilot, 

Danger so near. 

How can He slumber thus, 

Without a fear? 
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Loud call the fishermen^ 

Master, we diel 
Look on the tempest wide. 
Hear Thoa our cry. 

Hear we the ocean’s roar. 
Filled with alarm; 

Rise from Thy slumber sweet. 
Save us from harm! 

Then rose the Master up. 

Sad beamed His eye, 

“Fear ye the roaring sea, 

W"hen I am nigh? 

Oh, ye of little faith. 

Weak, weak your will. 

Cease, thou wild raging sea. 
Peace, be still! ” 

Tossed on temptation’s sea, 
Lord, hear my cry; 

All seems so dark around. 

Still art Thou nigh? 

High roll the billows, 

Fierce is the fight; . 

Lord, Thou hast left me 
Alone in the night! 

Hush, thou of little faith. 

Cry not so wild, 

Elnow that I slumber not. 

Thou art my child: 

And when the trouble comes. 
Bend to my will; 

1 bid the wildest storm: 

Peace, be still! 


Annie JLaura Matthews, 
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Yes, I shall sleep! Some sunny day. 

When blossoms in the wind are dancing*, . 
And children at their cheerful play 

Heed not the mournful crowd advancing, 
Up through the long and busy street. 

They’ll bear me to my last retreat. 

Or else — it matters not — may rave 

The storm, and sleet, and wintry weather 
Above the bleak and new-made grave. 

Where care and I lie down together. 
Enough that I shall know it not, 

Heneath, in that dark, narrow spot. 

For I shall sleep! As sweet a sleep 
As ever graced a babe reposing 
Awaits me in the ceil so deep, 

Where I, my weary eyelids closing, 

At length shall lay me down to rest, 

Heedless of clods above my breast. 

Asleep! how still this pulse will lie. 

Rid of life’s throb that beats so wildly! 

How calm will be this restless eye. 

Erst bright with tears, now closed so mildly 
For not one dream of earth will come 
To haunt the quiet of that home! 

Oh, sweet repose! Oh, slumber blest! 

Ob, night of peace! — no storm, no sorrow — 
No heavy stirring in my rest, 

To meet another weary morrow! 

I shall not note or night or dawn, 

But still, with folded hands, sleep on. 

Sleep on, though just above m.y head 
Scowl sin and misery’s haggard laces — • 

For the dull slumber of the dead 



SMOLDERING FRAGMENTS. 


S41 


All sense of human woe erases; 

Palsies the heart and cures the brain 
Of every fever- throb of pain. 

Armies above ray rest may tramp — 

’T will not disturb one rigid muscle; 

I should not heed their iron stamp 

More than a leaf’s complaining rustle: 

Nay, were the world convened to break 
My leaden sleep, I should not wake. 

And yet, me thinks, if steps of those 

I’ve known and loved on earth were round rae, 

’T would tame the might of my repose, 

Shiver the iron cords that bound me — 

Save that I know this could not be, 

For death disowns all sympathy. 

Well, be it so; since I should yearn, 

And weep, and watch for their appearing — 
Chiding each ling’ring, late return, 

Forever sad, forever fearing — 

Living life’s drama o’er again, 

Its tragedy of hope and pain. 

Then weep not, friends, what time ye lay 
The warm, moist earth above my ashes; 

Think what a rest awaits my clay, 

And smooth the mound with tearless lashes — 

Glad that the wasted form within 
Has done at length with care and sin. 

Think that with him the strife is o’er, 

Life’s stormy, struggling battle ended; 

Hope that his soul has gained that shore 

To which, though weak, his footsteps tended; 
Breathe the dear hope above his sod. 

And leave him to his rest — and God! 

TF. Ji. UrquharU 
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Lifb is a Hijstic flame, 

All upward fierce endeavor, 

That through the boundless frame 
Of nature, burns forever. 

And as the quiv’ring Are 
Springs to its native skies. 

So kindled with desire, 

Man^s restless thoughts arise. 

Elver eager still. 

Fed with good or ill, 

Man’s unbaffied will 

For new achievement tries; 

Man doth pleasure gain, 

Yet, in secret pain, 

Stung with new disdain 
For new enjoyment sighs. 

But oft the proud endeavor 
No leaf of laurel crowns. 

The heart’s sincerest yearning 
Buthless oblivion drowns. 

Why, ah 1 why this ceaseless striving? 

Lrife is but a narrow span. 

Fleeting, fleeting as a zephyr 
Are the hopes and deeds of man; 

Care and sorrow sadly lead us 
’Long our life’s dim forest way; 

Life is but a trembling shadow, 
Checkered with few flecks of day. 

lYhat avail our tiny strivings? 

Death will crush our puny pride; 
Better, like the yielding lily. 

Sway upon the fickle tide. 
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Deatli,, the gloomy cloud, shall swallow 
This oar life’s dim passing gleam; 

All our hopes, our joys, our passion, 
Vanish like a fitful dream. 

Yes, onward to the vast unknown, 

Thro’ the black gate of death we go, 
Trembling, shiv’ring, and alone, 

Whither we know not — who can know ? 

Quenched like the flashing torch that falls 
Into the blank dark of a cave, 

All that the soul of man appalls, 

Stands threat’ning round the dreadful grave! 

Why must man die? It is not just 
That he should crumble into dust! 

Our hopes that link us with the sky. 

Mere rings of smoke — why must we die? 
The blossom touched with blighting frost, 
Shrivels and falls, faded in death; 

And must man's radiant dreams be lost, 
Frail as the morning’s misty breath? 

No longer with vain doubts contend, 

Nor let grim death thy soul affright; 

We have an ever living friend 

In Him who dwells above all height, 

Hope is the spirit’s azure sky 

Sublime, star fill’d, it springs above, 

Joy, my soul ! thou canst not die ! 

Thou hast a God — and God is love 1 

The sun that fades in western skies, 

Uplifts the radiant rim of morn 
Th<i while, elsewhere, to other eyes; 

So, we in other worlds are born. 
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Man sliall not die ! Thought shall not die ! 

All of good shall live for ave 1 
Hope, the spirit’s azure sky 
Arches o’er us, built on high; 

Man shall not forever die 1 

Jolm S. Yari Clem, 
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AbstbacT]^, abridgments, summaries, etc., have the same 
use as burning glasses, to collect the diffused rays of wit 
arid learning in authors, and make them point with warmth 
and quickness upon the reader’s imagination. 

Swift 

It is the first step that costs. 

French Proverb, 


A MAis- is only as old as he feels. 

Douglas J err old. 

The race of life has become intense; the runners are 
treading upon each others’ heels. Woe be to him who 
stops to tie his shoe-strings 1 

Carlyle. 


I DIB not think that because I had done 
not to do right. 


wrong I ought 
Peecher, 


Hypocrisy can afford to be magnificent in its promises* 
for never intending to go beyond promises, it costs nothing! 

Purke, 
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Let us, therefore, stop, while to stop is in our power; let 
us live as men who are sometime to grow old, and to whom 
it will be the most dreadful of all evils to count their past 
years by follies, and to be reminded of their former luxuri- 
ance of health only by the maladies which riot has produced. 

Samuel Jolmmm 

To man this earth is something more than a dormitory 
and a larder and a gymnasium. It is a school-house and a 
work-shop and a gallery of art. It is a mighty lesson-book 
for his perpetual study. Taking a broad view of our whole 
existence, it is not too much to say that our entire life on 
earth is thus basal and preparative. It is foundation work, 
root work, a getting ready rather than an achievement. 

Cyme D, JD^D. 


Remorse, the fatal egg by pleasure laid. 

Camper. 

The vain regret that steals above the wreck of squan- 
dered hours. 


Whittier. 


0 HUMAN beauty, what a dream art thou, that we should 
cast our life and hopes away on tnee. 

Barry CornwalL 

Sir, when you have seen one green held you have seen 
all green fields. Let us walk down Cheapside. 

Samuel Johnson. 


Byes raised toward heaven are always beautiful, what- 
ever they be. 

Jo7ibert 


We are very much what others think of us. The recep- 
tion our observation meets with gives us courage to pro- 
ceed or damps our efforts. 


Hazlitt. 
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Mas? lias interests other than those that are material; he 
has aspirations that sweep beyoniltime and this world. He 
is more than his body; he is greater than his life; he has a 
vision that is not of the eye; he has within him a still, 
small voice,” that compels attention now and then. We 
are apt to forget these things in this whirling age and coun- 
try. .Most of us are utterly immersed in worldly pursuits, and 
wholly occupied with selfish struggles, so that the moral part 
of our nature is neglected. Now, we would not undervalue 
the necessities of the hour. It is proper that the work of 
the day should be done manfully; that the battles of life 
should be fought with resolution, and that people should try 
to improve their material fortunes. But still there is some- 
thing else that must not be overlooked. There is a moral 
nature, the neglect of which is moral death. 

* sj: ^ * % 

Nothin'g more thoroughly contemptible, nothing more 
thoroughly confuted by its own processes, than agnosticism 
has ever held up its head amongst men. The entire pro- 
cess by which it arrives at the unknown somewhat is an 
ascent from effects to causes, a series of discoveries of 
causes from their effects, but the Ust cause, forsooth, is the 
unique exception, and is not to be known by what it does 
and produces. We are indebted for this excessively dis- 
graceful and senseless admission to that prolific source of 
unspeakable nonsense and folly, German philosophical spec- 
ulation. We are not indulging in vituperation, but are 
simply calling a spade a spade. To fill the cup of astonish- 
ment to the very brim, the persons indulging in the utter 
senselessness of agnosticism are actually introduced to us 
as exceptionally intelligent. 

Christian Intelligencer, 

Hayiko looked upon the great mountains of Colorado, 
God seems greater to me than ever, and the Ancient of Days 
older than ever, and His goodness better than ever. 

J, JB. JBittinger,^ 
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Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both ! 


Give a boy address and accomplishments, and you give 
him the mastery of palaces and fortunes where he goes, 

JEmf:rmm. 

Men are like stone jugs — you may lug them where you 
like by the ears. 

Samuel Johnson. 

It is vain to be always looking towards the future and 
never acting towards it. 

J. F. JBoyes. 


Love and scandal are the best sweeteners of tea. 

Fielding. 


There is no odor so bad as that which arises from good- 


ness tainted. 


Thorecm. 


Man is more than constitutions. 


Whittier. 


There are but three classes of men: the retrogade, the 
stationary, and the progressive, 

LawUr. 


Man is an animal that makes bargains; no other animal 
does this; one dog does not change a bone with another! 

Adam Smith. 


Man is an animal that cooks his victuals. 


Furke. 


If there are men in whom the ridiculous has never ap- 
peared, it is because they have not been well searched. 

Fochefoucauld. 
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God made liliiij and therefore let him pass for a man. 

/Shakespeare. 

Feie^jdship closes its ejes rather than see the moon 
eclipsed; while malice denies that it is ever at the full. 

Hare. 

is the end towards which all the animal creation 
has tended from the first appearance of the Palaeozoic fishes. 

Agassiz. 

A ought to carry himself in the world as an orange- 
tree would if it could walk up and down in the garden — 
swinging perfume from every little censer it holds up to 
the air. 

Beecher. 

Man" is greater than a world, than systems of worlds; 
there is more mystery in the union of soul with the physi- 
cal than in the creation of a universe. 

Henry Giles. 

The personal element tells in the formation of character. 
No conceivable advantages of endowment or appliances, 
and no prestige of position, should make a Christian parent 
willing to place son or daughter in an undevout atmosphere, 
for scholastic training. 

Ohristian Intelligencer. 

Aim great natures delight in stability; all great men find 
eternity affirmed in the very promises of their faculties. 

Emerson. 

This is not a land of peace; it is a nation of armed men. 
There should be general disarmament, and we should 
guard the sale of pistols as we guard the sale of poisons. 
It is the brutality that comes from the possession of wea|)- 
ons that does the harm. 


Robert Oollyer. 
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Men, ia general, are but great children. 

What a piece of work is man ! How noble in reason ! 
How infinite in faculties I In form and moving, how ex- 
press and admirable ! In action, how like an angel ! In 
apprehension, how like a god. 

Shakespeare, 

Mak is the highest product of his own history. The dis- 
coverer finds nothing so grand or tail as himself, nothing so 
valu ible to him. The greatest star is that at the little end 
of the telescope — the star that is looking, not looked after, 
nor looked at. 

Theodore Parker, 

I CALL that, the Book of Job, aside from all theories about 
it, one of the grandest things ever written with pen. One 
feels, indeed, as if it were not Hebrew; such a noble uni- 
versality, different from noble patriotism or sectarianism, 
reigns in it A noble book I all men’s book I It is our 
first, oldest statement of the never-ending problem — man’s 
destiny — and God’s way with him here in this earth. And 
all in such free, flowing outlines; grand in its sincerity, in 
its simplicity; in its epic melody, and repose of reconcile- 
ment. There is the seeing eye, the mildly understanding 
heart. So trt(e every way; true eyesight and vision for all 
things; material things no less than spiritual; the horse — 
“hast thou clothed his neck with thunder?” — he 
at the shaking of the spear !” Such living likenesses were 
never since drawn. Sublime sorrow, sublime reconciliation; 
oldest choral melody as of the heart of mankind; so soft 
and great; as the summer midnight, as the world with its 
seas and stars ! There is nothing written, I think, in the 
Bible or out of it, of equal literary merit. 

Carl pie. 
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WASHIM6T0]!^^ Idaho and Arizona, the States of Oregon, 
MoTada ajad California, oompose together the magnificent 
empire of the Pacific, a grander and prouder empire than 
which does not elsewhere exist under the sun — an empire 
broad in territorial area, extending with Alaska, from the 
eternal ice of the Arctic seas to the semi-tropical belt where 
the apple and the pine-apple grow side by side, extending 
from the wave-washed sands of the golden sea to the rock- 
ribbed mountains that separate but do not divide us from 
you, our eastern friends; embracing the present worth of 
gold and grain, wool and wine, and an incalculable future 
of wealth that shall yet astonish the world. It is a broad 
and splendid domain. Its western shore looks westward to 
eastern lands. Its golden gates stand wide ajar to admit 
the commerce of the Orient and to welcome the intercourse 
Decenary to its enjoyment. It is the future home of your 
children. It is the inheritance of your sons. It is the 
dower of your daughters. Guard this rich empire, and 
preserve it as the home and inheritance and dower of all 
the children of this Christian commonwealth. 

The Arc/onauis, 

The heart may often be cheered by observing the opera- 
tions of an ever-present intelligence, and we may feel we 
are leaning on His bosom while living in a world clothed 
in beauty and robed with the glorious perfection of its 
Maker and Preserver. We must feel that there is a Gover- 
nor among the nations who will bring all plans with re- 
spect to our human family to a glorious consummation. 
He who stays his mind on his ever-present, ever-energetio 
God will not fret himself because of evil-doers. He that 
believeth shall not make haste. 

David Livingstone, 

Let our lives be pure as snowfields, where our footsteps 
leave a mark, but not a stain* 

Madame SwetcMne, 
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I CANNOT let lost lives with lost years go — 
1 nmst look back to what I used to koow^ 
And looking weep. 


The great transi'ontinontal railways are rushing onward, 
one after another, from ocean to ocean, opening fertile re- 
gions of agricultural or mining wealth to new settlements, 
and stringing toivns of future might and iniueiice along 
their iron threads all the way. 

No language can express what we feel or what we clear- 
ly discern as to the present moral dangers of our country, 
and the call of God upon his people to arise and save it I 
Report Amer, Home Mm. Society. 

#We are builders, and each one 

Should cut and carve as best he can. 

Every life is but a stone, 

Every one shall hew his own, 

Make or mar shall every man. 

Life is short, yet some achieve 
Fortune, fame, in war or art; 

Some miss their chance and can’t retrieve, 

Some fail because they stop to grieve, 

Some pause with fainting heart. 

’T is the bold who win the race, 

Whether for gold, or love, or name; 

’T is the true ones always face 

Dangers and trials, and win a place, 

A niche in the fane of fame. 

Strike and struggle ; ever strive, 

Labor with hand, and heart, and brain. 

Work doth more than genius give; 

He who faithfully toils doth live; 

’T is labor that doth reign. 
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Never be afraid of criticism or ridicule; always remember 
timt opposition and calumny are often the brightest tribute 
that vice and folly can pay to virtue and wisdom. The com- 
mendation of some men justly excites suspicion, and their 
censure is equivalent to a certificate of good character. 

E. B, Haijes. 

Critsh the dead leaves under thy feet, 

Gaze not on them with mournful sigh; 

Think not earth has no glory left, 

Because a few of its frail things die; 

Springtime will bring fresh verdure as sweet — 

Crush the dead leaves under thy feet. 

Look not back with despairing heart, 

Think not life’s morning has been in vain, 

Rich, broad fields lie before thee yet. 

Ready to yield their golden grain; 

Autumn may bring thee a fruitage sweet — 

Crush the dead leaves under thy feet. 

Murmur not if thy shadows fall 
Thick and dark on thy earthly way; 

Hearts there are which must walk in shade, 

Till they reach the light of eternal day; 

Life is not long, and the years are fleet — 

Crush the dead leaves under thy feet. 

Bravely work with a steadfast soul. 

Make others happy, and thou shall find 

Happiness flowing back unto thy heart, 

A quiet peace and contented mind; 

If earth be lonely, then heaven is sweet — ■ 

Crush the dead leaves under thy feet. 
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It is my firm conviction that man lias only himself 
blame, if his life appears to him at any void of inter- 
est and of pleasure. Man may make life what he pleases, 
and give it as much worth, both for himself and others, as 
he has energy for. Over his moral and intellectua! being 
Ms sway is complete. 

MumboML 


Is it worth while that we jostle a brother 
Bearing his load on the rough road of life? 

Is it worth while that we jeer at each other 

In blackness of heart? that we war to the knife? 

Grod pity us all in our pitiful strife. 

God pity us all as we jostle each other; 

God pardon us all for the triumph we feel 

When a fellow goes down ’neath his load on the heather, 
Pierced to the heart; words are keener than steel, 
And mightier far for woe than for weal. 

Were it not well, in this brief little journey. 

On over the isthmus, down into the tide, 

We give him a fish, instead of a serpent. 

Ere folding the hands to be and abide 
Forever and aye in the dust at his side? 

Look at the roses saluting each other; 

Look at the herds all at peace on the plain; 

Man, and man only, makes war on his brother, 

And laughs in his heart at his peril and pain. 
Shamed by the beasts that go down on the plain. 

Is it worth while that we battle to humble 
Some poor fellow-creature down in the dust? 

God pity us all! Time eftsoon will tumble 
All of us together, like leaves in a gust, 

Humbled, indeed, down into the dust. 

Joaquin Miller. 
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PaajUBiOE is pre judgment. It is forming an opinion 
without examining the facts; it is hastily accepting a con- 
clusion without investigating the evidence upon which it 
rests; it is allowing ourselves to be hoodwinked and de- 
ceived, when the slightest reflection would keep us from 
such a mistake; it is being satisfied with hearsay, when we 
should demand the proof; it is rejecting everything at first 
sight, which does not confirm our former convictions or suit 
our former tastes or agree with our preconceived ideas; it 
is a revolt against the unpalatable and distasteful; it is a 
deep-seated reluctance to part with that to which we have 
been accustomed — a persistent hesitation to accept as true 
what we have not hitherto believed; a wicked unwillingness 
to admit that we can be wrong and others right. It fa- 
vors or condemns upon the slightest pretext; it recoils or 
embraces as it is moved by caprice. It is not limited to 
persons — has to do with places, and creeds, and parties, and 
systems; hence its influence is extensive, and its evils mani- 
fold. Prejudice does not hold opinions; it is held by them. 
Its views are like plants that grow upon rocks, that stick 
fast, though they have no rooting. It looks through jaun- 
diced eyes; it listens with itching ears; it speaks in par- 
tial and biased accents. It clings to that which it should 
relinquish, and relinquishes that to which it should cling. 
When beaten, it remains defiant; when disproved and van- 
quished, it is sullen and obstinate. There is nothing too 
low for its love, or too noble for its hatred; nothing is too 
sacred for its attacks, or too deserving for its aspersions. 
It is as cruel as it is universal, as unjust as it is relentless; 
as unforgiving as it is conceited and ill-informed. 


A EBALLY good man had rather be deceived than be sus- 
picious ; had rather forego his own right than run the ven- 
ture of doing even a hard thing. This is the temper of that 
charity of which the apostle says: — shall never fail.” 

Bishop Butler^ 
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Guief slioiikl he, 

Like joy — majestic, equnbk?, Sf^date, 

CiJiifiriiiiog*, cleansing, raising, making free, 

Strong to Consume small tr(^uhIes, to coinmaiirl 
Great tlioughts, grave thoughts, thoughts lasting to the 
end. 


O, GRIEF hath changed me since you saw me last; 

And careful hours with Time‘'s deformed hand 
Have written strange defeatures in my face. 

Shakespearen 

There are moods in which we court suffering, in the hope 
that here, at least, we shall find reality, sharp peaks and 
edges of truth. But it turns out to be scene-painting and 
counterfeit. The only thing grief has taught me is to know 
how shallow it is. 

Emerson. 

The very large, very respectable, and very knowing class 
of misanthropes who rejoice in the name of grumblers, — 
persons who are so sure that the world is going to ruin, 
that they resent every attempt to comfort them, as an insult 
to their sagacity, and accordingly seek their chief consola- 
tion in being inconsolable, their chief pleasure in being dis- 
pleased. 

Whipple, 

A TRANSITION from an author’s book to his conversation, 
is too often like an entrance into a large city, after a distant 
prospect. Remotely we see nothing but spires of temples 
and turrets of palaces, and imagine it the residence of splen- 
dor, grandeur, and magnificence ; but when we have passed 
the gates, we find it perplexed with narrow passages, dis- 
graced with despicable cottages, embarrassed with obstruc- 
tions, and clouded with smoke. 


Samuel Johfison. 
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Rise! — for the day is passings 
And you lie dreaming on; 

The others have buckled their armor, 

And forth to fight have gone; 

A place in the ranks awaits you, 

Each man has some part to play; 

The past and the future are nothing, 

In the face of the stern to-day. 

Rise from your dreams of the future — 

Of gaining some hard fought field; 

Of storming some air fortress, 

Of bidding some giant yield; 

Your future has deeds of glory. 

Of honor, — God grant it may! 

But your arm will never grow stronger. 

Or the need so great as to-day. 

Rise! If the past detains you, 

Her sunshine and storms forget, 

No chains so unworthy to hold you, 

As those of vain regret; 

Sad or bright she is lifeless forever; 

Cast her phantom arms away, 

Nor look back, save to learn the lesson 
Of a nobler strife to-day. 

Rise! — for the day is passing; 

The low sound that you scarcely hear 

Is the enemy marching to battle — 

Arise ! fot the foe is near; 

Stay not to sharpen your weapons, 

Or the hour will strike at last, 

When from dreams of coming battle. 

You may wake to find it past! 

Adelaide A, Procter. 

LiOBisrSB they mean when they cry liberty. 


Milton. 
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W HEN tlie rough battle of the daj is done. 

And evening'*s peace falls gently on the hearty 
I bound away across the noisy years. 

Unto the utmost verge of memory'^s land, 

Where earth and sky in dreamy distance meet. 

And memory dim with dark oldivion joins; 

Where woke the first remembered sounds that fell 
Upon the ear in childhood’s early morn; 

And wandering thence, along the rolling yeare, 

I see the shadow of my former self 
Gliding from childhood up to man’s estate. 

The path of youth winds down through many a vale, 
And on the brink of many a dread abyss, 

From out whose darkness comes no ray of light, 

Save that a phantom dances o’er the gulf 
And beckons toward the verge. Again the path 
Leads o’er a summit where sunbeams fall; 

And thus in light and shade, sunshine and gloom, 
Sorrow and joy, this life-path leads along. 

JameBA. Gai^idd^ 1860. 

Veil, now, O Liberty, thy blushing face, 

At the fell deed that thrills a startled world; 

While fair Columbia weeps in dire disgrace, 

And bows in sorrow o’er the banner furled. 

No graceless tyrant falls by vengeance here, 

’Neath the wild justice of the secret knife; 

Nor red Ambition ends its grim career, 

And, expiates its horror with its life. 

Not here does rash Revenge misguided bum. 

To free a nation with th’ assassin’s dart, 

Or roused Despair in angry madness turn, 

And tear its freedom from a despot’s heart. 

But where blest Liberty so widely reigns, 

And peace and plenty mark a smiling land; 
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Here the mad wretch its fair white record stains; 
Anti blurs its beauties with a ^‘bloody hand,” 

Here the elect of millions, and the pride 

Of those who own his mild and peaceful rule — 

Here Virtue sinks and yields the crimson tide, 
Beneath the Vile unreason of a fool! 

An English prize ode^ 

On the assassination of President Garfield. 

Extowbed within a nation’s reverent love, 

And where a world in stricken anguish weeps; 

Hallowed in death, if ever martyr were, 

The deep, eternal slumber, Garfield sleeps. 

Scarce yet attained to manhood’s ripest prime 
In years, but in its honors full advanced; 

Myriads yet to come upon God’s earth 
Will bear his story but to be entranced. 

The boy, who in Ohio’s primal wilds 

Took up the weight of sturdy manhood’s task; 

His portion penury and his outlook dark; 

He fronted fate, and but for prayer would ask. 

The youth, who, to his boyhood’s teachings true, 
The rugged road to learning stoutly trod, 

Illuming all his toilsome, upward way 

With trust in self, unquestioning faith in God. 

The man, who at his periled country’s call 
Became the soldier of unwav’ring front; 

For freedom risked the sweets of budding life, 
And stood before the battle’s fiercest brunt. 

The statesman, called to counsel in his youth 
Showed the ripe knowledge of maturer years; 

Foremost in civil as in war-time life, 

To doubts a stranger, and so to fears. 



Bl'ENIXG GLASS 


359 


The patriot, who, to coinitry always true, 
x\iways, aiifl bturdieist for its hoiictr 

Moved onward, surely in his upward way, 

As for yet higher servicte he was sought. 

Ail these in this one wondrous man combined 
To luster give to earth’s supremest place; 

Death struck him down on duty’s picket line. 

In manhood’s fullest power and grace. 

His life in ’wonderiiii completeness grand, 

Has safely passed to martyrdom and end; 

Above his grave the grander halos hang, 

With tender memories to sweetly blend. 

And now but his exain])le grand is left 
As guiding beacon to the striving youth; 

Though he is dead, he yet is trumpet-tongued 
For wisdom, faith, purity and truth. 

J^diciircl Crapsef/, 

He had been born a destined work to do, 

And lived to do it ; four long-suffering years — 

Ill-fate, ill-feeling, ill report lived through — 

And then he heard the hisses change to cheers. 

The taunts to tribute, the abuse to praise, 

And took them both, with his unwavering mood ; 

But as he came on light from darkest days, 

And seemed to touch the goal from where he stood, 

A fellow-hand, between that goal and him, 

Reached from behind his head, a trigger prest, 

And those perplexed and patient eyes were dim, 

Those gaunt long-laboring limbs were laid to rest I 

The words of mercy were upon his lips, 

Forgiveness in his heart and on his pen, 

When the vile murderer brought swift eclipse 
To thoughts of peace on earth, good will to men. 
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The old world aod the new, from sea to sea, 

Utter one voice of sympathy and shame I 
Sore heart, so stopped, when it at last beat free, 

Sad life, cut short, just as its triumph came 1 

A deed accurst I Strokes have been struck before 
By the assassin’s hand, whereof men doubt 
If more of honor or disgrace they bore ; 

But thy foul crime, like Cain’s, stands darkly out I 

Vile band 1 that branded murder on a strife, 

What e’er its grounds, stoutly and nobly striven, 

And with the martyr’s crown cro wriest a life 
With much to praise, little to be forgiven ! 

Tom Taylor in London Punchy 

Un the assassination of Lincoln. 

Garfield was the martyr of reconciliation, as Lincoln 
was the martyr of reconstruction. 

Cincinnati Gazette. 

Strong are the mountains, Lord, but stronger Thou! 

They rise a bulwark to the guarded land. 

Which foes pass not, nor traitors undermine, 

For children’s children’s safety they shall stand; 

And so, 0 Lord I Thou standest unto Thine, 

A mighty guardian, a defense divine. 

Strong are the mountains, Lord, but stronger Thou! 

Where beats the tempest on the hither side, 

Beneath their shelter bloom the vine and rose; 

So do Thy chosen ones in Thee abide, 

Nor fear the storm- wind though it wildly blows, 

All undisturbed in their secure repose. 

Strongare the mountains, Lord, but stronger Thou! 

Their far, fair snowy summits fountains are. 

Whence fertilizing streams begin their race; 
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So from Tliy might of mercy stream afar 
The overbrimming rivers of Thy grace. 

Gladdening the wilderness and desert place. 

Strong are the mountains, Lord, but stronger Thou! 

Immutable they stand from age to age, 

Though the world rock and empires shift and pale, 
So, though the people war and heathen rage, 

The safety of Thy promise shall prevail, 

Nor ever once Thy love and goodness fail. 


The heart dwindles in contact with small things and 
narrow interests; but when brought into harmony with 
great ideas, striving for great ends, with strong feeling ex- 
cited and pouring upon the altar of success the most costly 
and precious 'Sacrifices, then the human heart, developing 
the germ of its immortal nature, rises to the height of the 
loftiest ideas, and enlarges to the compass of the broadest 
principles^ 

Oeo, Jf. JRobe$on» 


XXXIL 
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Posterity preserves only what will pack into small com- 
pass. Jewels are handed down from age to age ; less por- 
table valuables disappear. 

JOord Slanie^. 

A WISELY chosen illustration is almost essential to fasten 
the truth upon the ordinary mind, and no teacher can afford 
to neglect this part of his preparation. 

Chancellor Croshy* 
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I BBLIEVE that the want of oiir a|^e is no more free 
handling of the Bible, but more rcTereiit handling, more 
humilitj, more patient study, and more prayer. 

Jiev. J. C, ByU. 

All human discovery confirms the holy Scriptures. 

HerscheL 

The surest method of arriving at a knowledge of God’s 
eternal purposes about us is to be found in the right use of 
the present moment. Each hour comes with some little 
fagot of God’s will fastened upon its back. 

F. TFl Faber. 

Be careful that you do not commend yourself. It is a 
sign that your reputation is small and sinking, if your ovni 
tongue must praise you. Let your words be few, especially 
when your superiors or strangers are present, lest you be- 
tray your own weakness, and rob yourself of the opportu- 
nity which you might otherwise have had to gain knowl- 
edge, wisdom and experience by hearing those whom you 
silenced by your impertinent talking. 

Sir Matthew Hale. 

We do not get our best vision of heaven, we do not feel 
ourselves surrounded, as the apostles did, by a great cloud 
of witnesses, when we simply hear or read some good book, 
or meet in the church to listen to discourses and to ex- 
change pleasant salutations. No, it was the martyr who 
saw ‘Hhe heavens open and the son of God standing on the 
right hand of God.” It is when we have borne submissively 
some dreadful sorrow that we see the golden ladder reach- 
ing upward, as did Perpetua from the darkness of the dun- 
geon; when we have given ourselves to some great work 
and wrought it, by God’s help and fche inspiration of his 
Spirit, triumphantly to the end, that the vision is granted us. 

H S. Storrs, D. D. 
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Relotio^c finda the love oi happinens ami tht^ prineiple^T 
duty separated in us; and its inission-~its miibterpieee-^-is 
to reunite them. 

Viiif/, 

When- you are reading a book in a dark room, and (!oiiio 
to a difficult part, you take it to a window to get more light. 
So take your Bibles to Christ. 

3Ic€ht'ffiU, 

Man reigns by employing one-half of the animals to mas- 
ter the other. So the political art consists in cutting the 
people in two, and in dominating one-half with the other. 

Jie/ia/i, 


Heat is the dread commune of the universe. 


The law is more than a great river, rising in the far-off 
mountains, and increased by influent streams from many a 
fertile field, till it flows on, a broad and shining Mississippi 
of truth to the great sea of universal knowledge. The 
law is more than a fruitful land, brought by the cul- 
ture and care of faithful husbandry from a state of nature 
to a condition in which it yields its bounteous harvest, year 
by year. The law is more than a magnificent temple, builded 
by princes of the architectural art, and gladdening the eye 
and heart of every beholder with its surpassing strength and 
beauty. More than river, or land, or temple; it is the benign 
and all-pervading science of society, guiding and controlling 
by its inherent and eternal principles the stupendous pro- 
cesses of the evolutions of the civilized state, from the rude 
beginning of frontier life. Its principles may be discovered, 
like those of any other science, but they are not the subject 
of human invention. Statutes in accordance with them have 
vitality, and endure. Enactments at variance with them 
fail of full execution, and pass awav. 


0- (7. Bonmy. 
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The chief agency in the progress and development of the 
law, is the work of the bar and the bench in their studies 
and labors for the settlement of the problems submitted to 
them for counsel and judgment. The chief obstacle in the 
way of the progress and development of the law, is hasty 
and unwise, and above all, unnecessary legislation. The 
best means of securing more rapid progress, and a more 
liberal and harmonious development of the law, is to 
restore to the judges the full exercise of their ancient au- 
thority to adapt the law and its remedies to the ever-vary- 
ing demands of advancing civilization ; and to subordinate 
current legislation to the just supremacy of the permanent 
principles of jurisprudence. The grandest and most endur- 
ing achievement of all the centuries, is the system of law 
in the administration of which we are engaged. The 
transformation of America from the wilderness discovered by 
Columbus to the garden that reaches from sea to sea, is not 
more wonderful than the progress and development of the law 
from the wager of battle to the trial of a great constitutional 
question before the Supreme Court of the United States. 

C. G. Bonney, 

The degree of estimation in which any profession is held 
becomes the standard of the estimation in which the pro- 
fessors hold themselves. 

BurJce. 

When men first take up an opinion, and then afterwards 
seek for reasons for it, they must be contented with such as 
the absurdity of it will afford. 

South, 


One ungrateful man does an injury to all who stand in 
need of aid. 


Bublius Syrm, 


A MAN passes for what he is worth. 


Emerson, 
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I WOULD rather dwell in the dim fog of siiperatitioii, time 
in air rarified to nothing bj the air-pump of unbelief. 

Rkhtcr. 


A GOOD conscience is a continual Christmas. 


FrmMim, 


The torture of a bad conscience is the hell of a living 
soul. 

John Culmn. 

Remove immortality, and what is man? A distressful 
dream — a throb — a wish — z. sigh — then nothing! 

Ichahod S, Spencer^ J),D. 

Impbovement depends far less upon length of tasks and 
hours of application, than is supposed. Children can take 
in but a little each day; they are like vases with a narrow 
neck ; you may pour little or pour much, but much will not 
enter at a time. 

Michelet 

Tt is not calling your neighbors’ names that settles a 
question. 

DJ^aelL 

Next to knowing when to seize an opportunity, the most 
important thing in life is to know when to forego an advan- 
tage. 

IPImraeii, 

The secret of success is constancy to purpose. 

DJ^aeli* 

I DO not like giving advice, because it is an unnecessary 
responsibility under any circumstances. 

D^IsraelL 

A PEO POUND thinker always suspects that he is superficial. 

DJsraelL 
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Nothihg- is of so much importance and of so much use 
to a young man entering life as to be well criticised by 
women. 

D^Israeli. 


Talk to women, talk to women as much as you can. 
This is the best school. 


jy Israeli. 


Women alone can organize a drawing-room ; man suc- 
ceeds sometimes in a library. 

Ulsraeli. 


The refusal to be satisfied with the banquet of our earthly 
life is an honorable discontent ; it is the instinct of a being 
who cannot suppress the promptings of a higher destiny ; 
who even on the threshold of death must look forward and 
demand a future. 

Canon Liddon. 


There is a tear for all that die, 

A mourner o’er the humblest grave. 

Byron, 

We must fight this temperance battle out. I don’t ex- 
pect to fight many years longer, but I mean to speak as 
long as I can; and when I cannot speak loud, I will whisper; 
and when I cannot whisper, I will make the motions — they 
say I am pretty good at that — and I will wave my hand 
against the damning thing that brought such misery to me 
for seven years of my life. It wasted and consumed and 
left in ashes the best part of my life, so that to-day I would 
cut that right hand off at the wrist if I could wipe out from 
my brain the recollection of those days of darkness and 
despair. I hate the drink, and I pray God to give me an 
increasing capacity to hate it. The temperance reform is 
going on all over the world. 


John B, Gough. 
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The strongest plume in wisdom’s wing 
Is memory of past folly. 

Coif ridge. 

Aeas ! how few of nature’s fares are left to gladden iis 
with their beauty. The cares, and sorrows, and hiiiigeriiigs 
ot the world change them as they change hearts ; and it n 
only when those passions sleep, and have lost their hold 
iorever, that the troubled clouds pass off and leave heaveiTs 
surface clear. It is a common thing for the countenances 
of the dead, even in that fixed and rigid state, to subside 
into the long- forgot ten expression of sleeping infancy, and 
settle into the very look of early life. So calm, so peaceful 
do they grow again, that those who knew them in their 
happy childhood kneel by the coifin's side in awe, and 
see the angel even upon the earth. 

Dkkem. 

Death is another life. 

Maiiet/ 

Death is less than death’s continual fear, 

AUeinem 

Cease from your weary weeping, maidens. Over those for 
whom the night of death as blessing comes, we may not 
mourn. 

JSophocks. 

How calmly may we commit ourselves to the hands of 
Him who bears up the world — of Him who has created and 
who provides for the joys, even of insects, as carefully as 
if He were their father ! 

JRichter. 

A SOLID and substantial greatness of soul looks down 
with a generous neglect on the censures and applause of the 
multitude. 


Addison. 
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The Christian religion, rightly understood, is the deepest 
and choicest piece of philosophy that is. 

Sir T. More, 

A PEOTEEB is the wit of one and the wisdom of many. 

Zord John RumlL 


To be angry is to revenge the faults of others upon our- 
selves. 


Pope, 


The anger of an enemy represents our faults or admon- 
ibhes us of our duty with more heartiness than the kindness 
of a friend. 

Jeremy Taylor, 

Ambitiotjs men, if they be checked in their desires, be- 
come secretly discontent, and look upon men and matters 
with an evil eye. 

Bacon, 


In conversation, humor is more than wit, easiness more 
than knowledge. 


Sir W, Temple, 


How shall I know thee in the sphere which keeps 
The disembodied spirits of the dead, 

When all of thee that time can wither sleeps, 

And perishes amid the dust we tread ? 

For I shall feel the sting of ceaseless pain, 

If there I meet thy gentle spirit not ; 

Nor hear the voice of love, nor read again 
In thy serenest eyes the tender thought. 

Will not thine own meek heart demand me there. 
That heart whose fondest throbs were given ? 

My name on earth was ever in thy prayer, 

And wilt thou never utter it in heaven ? 
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In meadows fanned by heaven’s life-breathing wind. 

In the resplendence of that glorious sphere^ 

And larger movements of the unfettered mind. 

Wilt thou forget the love that joined us here f 

The love that lived through all the stormy past, 

And meekly with my harsher nature bore, 

And deeper grew, and tenderer to the last, 

Shall it esipire with life, and be no more ? 

A happier lot than mine, and larger light. 

Await thee there ; for thou hast bowed thy will 

In cheerful homage to the rule of right, 

And lovest all, and renderest good for ill. 

For me the sordid cares in which I dwell 

Shrink and consume my heart, as heat the scroll ; 

And wrath has left its scar — that fire of hell 
Hath left its frightful scar upon my soul. 

Yet though thou wearest the glory of the sky, 

Wilt thou not keep the same beloved name, 

The same fair, thoughtful brow and gentle eye, 
Lovelier in heaven’s sweet climate, yet the same ? 

Shalt thou not teach me in that calmer home 
The wisdom that I learned so ill in this — 

The wisdom which is love — till I become 
Thy fit companion in that land of bliss ? 

Bryants 

Constitutions are in politics what paper money is in 
commerce. They afford great facilities and conveniences, 
Imt we must not attribute to them that value which really 
belongs to what they represent, 

Macaulay. 


Liberty can be safe only when suffrage is illuminated 
by education. 

James A. Garfield, 
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Teuth is tbe food of the human spirit which could not 
grow in its majestic proportions without clearer and more 
truthful views of God and His universe. 

James A. Garfield. 


Truth is so related and co-related, that no department of 
her real to. is isolated. 


James A, Garfield. 


History is but the unrolled scroll of prophecy. 

James A, Garfield. 

I LOTE to believe that no heroic sacrifice is ever lost ; 
that the characters of men are molded and inspired by 
what their fathers have done ; that, treasured up in Ameri- 
can souls are all the unconscious influences of the great 
deeds of the Anglo-Saxon race, from Agincourt to Bun- 
ker Hill. 

James A. Garfield. 


Fellow-citizeks ! Clouds and darkness are round 
about Him ! His pavilion is dark waters and thick clouds 
of the skies ! Justice and judgment are the establishment 
of His throne ! Mercy and truth shall go before His face ! 
Fellow-citizens ! God reigns, and the Government at 
Washington still lives. 

James A. Garfield.^ 
(On the assassination of President Lincoln.) 

The assertion of the reign of law has been stubbornly 
resisted at every step. The divinities of Heathen supersti- 
tion still linger in one form or another in the faith of the 
ignorant, and even many intelligent men shrink from the 
contemplation of one Supreme Will acting regularly, not 
fatuitously, through laws beautiful and simple, rather than 
through a fitful and capricious Providence. 

James A. Garfield. 
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Oh ! sir ; there are times in the history of men and na- 
tions when they stand so near the vail that separates mor- 
tals and immortals, time from eternity, and men from their 
God, that they can almost hear the beating, and feel the 
pulsations of the infinite. Through such a time has this 
nation passed from the field of honor through that thin 
vail to the presence of God, and when at last its parting 
folds admitted that martyred President to the company of 
the dead heroes of the Republic, the nation stood so near 
the vail that the whispers of God were heard by the chil- 
dren of men. 

James A, Garfield^ 

(On the assassination of President Lincoln.) 

Individuals may wear for a time the glory of our insti- 
tutions, but they carry it not to the grave with them. Like 
raindrops from heaven, they may pass through the circle of 
the shining bow and add to its lustre, but when they have 
sunk in the earth again the proud arch still spans the sky 
and shines gloriously on. 

James Garfield. 

We hold reunions, not for the dead, for there is nothing 
in all the earth that you and I can do for the dead. They 
are past our help and past our praise. We can add to them 
no glory — we can give to them no immortality. They do 
not need us, but forever and forevermore we need them. 

James A. Garfield. 

From the genius of our government, the pathway to hon- 
orable distinction lies open to all. No post of honor so 
high but the poorest boy may hope to reach it. It is the 
pride of every American that many cherished names, at 
whose mention our hearts beat with a quicker bound, were 
worn by the sons of poverty, who conquered obscurity and 
became fixed stars in our firmament. 


James A. Garfield. 
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I LOOK forward with joy and hope to the day when onr 
brave people, one in heart, one in their aspirations for free- 
dom and peace, shall see that the darkness through which 
we have traveled was but a part of that stern but benefi- 
cent discipline by which the Great Dispenser of events 
has been leading us on to a higher and nobler national life. 

James A. Garfield. 

The world’s history is a divine poem, of which the history 
of every nation is a canto, and every man a word. Its 
strains have been pealing along down the centuries, and 
though there have been mingled the discords of warring 
canon and dying men, yet to the Christian, philosopher and 
historian — the humble listener — there has been a divine 
melody running through the song which speaks of hope and 
halcyon days to come. 

James A, Garfield. 

As a giant tree absorbs all the elements of growth within 
its reach, and leaves only a sickly vegetation in its shadow, 
so do towering great men absorb all the strength and glory 
of their surroundings, and leave a dearth of greatness for a 
whole generation. 

James A. Ga/rfield. 

Young men talk of trusting to the spur of the occasion. 
That trust is vain. Occasions cannot make spurs. If you 
expect to wear spurs you must win them. If you wish to 
use them you must buckle them to your own heels before 
you go into the fight. 

James A. Garfield. 

During a hundred and sixty years the liberty of our press 
has been constantly becoming more and more entire ; and 
during those hundred and sixty years the restraint imposed 
on writers by the general feeling of readers, has been con- 
stantly becoming more strict. 

Maeaulay. 
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There never was a good war or a bad peace. 

FranMin. 

The most capital advantage an enlightened people can 
enjoy is the liberty of discussing every subject which can 
fall within the compass of the human mind ; while this re- 
mains, freedom will flourish; but should it be lost or im- 
paired, its principles will neither be well understood nor long 
retained. 

Robert Hall. 

The modern newspaper is not merely a private enterprise. 
It is as truly a public institution as the railway and the tele- 
graph; and enlightened jurisprudence will declare that the 
public newspaper, encouraged and protected by the highest 
guaranties of constitutional law, as indispensable to a free 
government, is subject, not to the narrow and rigid rules 
which apply to merely private callings, but to broad and 
equitable principles, springing out of its relation to the pub- 
lic, and its duty to serve the people in the collection and 
publication of information relating to all their interests* 
The business of journalism is no longer a mere incident to 
the printer’s trade. It has become a great and learned pro- 
fession, with honored fraternal organizations. The govern- 
ment should also consider that the newspaper is, after all due 
allowance for our system of schools, the great educator of 
the masses of the people. It visits them from day to day, 
or from week to week; induces them to read, and compels 
them to think. The man who reads a newspaper is a citizen 
of the world. He feels an interest in the people of all lands, 
for their doings are brought home to his door. He learns to 
deplore their misfortunes, and to rejoice in their achieve- 
ments. This knowledge enlarges the world in which his 
soul lives. In some degree it ennobles mm* He feels the 
greatness of his own country, and the dignity and power of 
the government that administers its affairs. 

G. G. Bonney, 
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Ajtd tbe newspaper is also the great agency of progress in 
ail reforms. Abuses do not reform themselves; and few re- 
forms originate within the circles where evils are entrenched. 
Nearly all reforms have humble beginnings, and suffer many 
tribulations before they command success. The newspapers 
bring them to the attention ot the public, and state the argu- 
ments urged in their favor. Slowly the work goes on, and 
finally the public mind is changed, and a measure which at 
first seems hopeless advances to the front, conquers, and is 
crowned. By the voice of the newspaper public opinion 
proclaims its imperious decrees. By virtue of a free press, 
the people reigns. Acting harmoniously in their respective 
spheres, free government and the free press are joint con- 
servators of law, order and peace ; each the most powerful 
friend and upholder of the other. Paraphrasing a statement 
of the relation of the Coliseum to the Roman empire, as the 
symbol of its power and glory, we may truly declare that, 

While stands the press, free government shall stand; 

Without the other, neither can endure. 

0, 0. Bonney^ 

To give a man a full knowledge of true morality, I would 
send him to no other book than the New Testament. 

Locke. 

False man are not to be taken into confidence, nor fear- 
ful men into a post that requires resolution. 

L‘‘JEstTange. 

Steoxg men have strong convictions, and one man with 
a belief is greater than a thousand that have only interests. 
Partisanship is opinion crystalized, and party organizations 
are the scaffoldings whereon citizens stand while they 
build up the wall of their national temple. Organizations 
may change or dissolve, but when parties cease to exist, 
liberty will perish. 


James- A. Garfield. 
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Was Janies A. Garfield great? Ask those early years, 
when adverse winds always assailed his bark ; ask the 
nights of study ; ask the schools where he taught ; ask the 
place where he worshiped ; ask the halls where he 
helped enact wise laws ; ask the battle -fiehls where he led 
soldiers ; ask the magnificent capitol where he was 
crowned as Republicans crown their chieftains ; ask the 
cottage where he died. If out of the answers to these 
questions there comes not the witness of greatness, the hu- 
man heart must henceforth toil and long in vain. 

Damd Stcing. 


Impossible! — it is not good French. 


Kapohon. 


It is necessary to try to surpass one’s self always; this 
occupation ought to last as long as life. 

Queen Christiana. 


What was said by the Latin poet of labor — that it con- 
quers all things — is much more true when applied to im- 
pudence. 

Fielding. 


Clocks will go as they are set; but man, irregular man, 
is never constant, never certain. 

Otway. 


The most perfect would be the most exacting and se- 
vere; but, fortunately, mercy is one of the attributes of 
perfection. 

^ J. F. Boyes. 


There ax^e cases in which a man would have been 
ashamed not to have been imposed on. There is a confi- 
dence necessary to human intercourse, and without which, 
men are more injured by their suspicions ^than they could 
be by the perfidy of others. 


BxirJce. 
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I>fCONSTAXCY falls off ere it begins. 

Shakespeare. 

To have the tastes of a gentleman and the purse of a 
beggar is about the height of human misery. 


Nothing- is so contemptible as that affectation of wis- 
dom, which some display, by universal incredulity. 

Goldsmith. 

The power of choosing right or wrong makes man a 
moral agent ; his actually choosing wrong, makes him a 
sinner. 

Lyman Beecher. 

It is in the heights and not in the depths of their man- 
hood, that men draw nigh and find the Infinite Father. 

F. F. Ellinwood.^ D.JD. 

Mercy abandons the arena of battle. 

AhhoU. 

The quality of mercy is not strained; 

It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven. 

Upon the place beneath; it is twice blessed; 

It blesseth him that gives and him that takes; 

It is an attribute to God himself; 

And earthly power doth there show likest God’s 
When mercy seasons justice. 

Shakespeare. 


Mercy turns her back to the unmerciful. 

Quarles. 

Mei^cy to him that shows it is the rule. 

Camper. 

In disarming Peter, Christ disarmed every soldier. 

Tertullian. 
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Success in war, like charity in religion, covers a multi- 
tude of sins. 

Hapkr. 


There is strength and a fierce instinct, even in common 
souls, to bear up manhood with a stormy joy when red 
swords meet in lightning. 

Mrs. Memans. 


Parauoxical as it may appear, war, the demon-scourge of 
humanity, seems to be an imperious necessity, arising from 
the very constitution of created things. As in nature, 
deadly malaria would sweep our race from earth but for 
the periodical return of storm and tempest; as dreadful 
conflagrations have proved the only things capable of arrest- 
ing the ravasres of pestilence; so an overruling Providence 
has decreed that nations shall pass through the fierce ordeal 
of war, as the efficient means of learning those lessons of 
virtue and wisdom which are derived from the teachings 
of adversity. War is the great purifier. It acts as a 
Nemesian leveler, and stands the most terrible but efficient 
instrument wielded by the Eternal Renovator. In the 
struggle of its death-throes, it heaves the moral elements 
with convulsions, and purifies an atmosphere too long sur- 
charged with discontent and corruption. It gives a new 
impulse to thought, breaks up old, worn-out customs, sweeps 
away burdensome institutions, throws open new channels 
of commerce, preserves the political balance between the 
nations, widens the sphere of human action, and carries the 
world forward in its career of destiny. 

What, though countless millions of the ‘^storied brave” 
have gone forth, never to return! What, though the pierc- 
ing W''ail of anguish has gone up from many a saddened 
home! What, though the pleading voice of Christianity 
has uttered its sentence of condemnation upon war and 
stamped criminality upon its very forehead! the bloody scep- 
tre is yet swayed over prostrate nations, and the sword still 
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glitters in tlie liaze of battle. New nations rise upon the 
ruins of past years, and again the earth trembles with the 
tramp of armies; again banners are seen waving over fields 
of militarv fame; again the war-notes of the trumpet are 
heard above the din of clashing steel; and again, waters 
that gently murmur over scenes of past naval conflict are 
whitened by the gallant barks that spread their sails in 
search of plunder and renown. 

I have thought of war until my very dreams were raimio 
battles. There is something grand and imposing in the 
^"magnificently stern array,” — something attractive and in- 
spiring in that daring intrepidity that surmounts the most 
difficult obstacles of nature— leading on to conquest and to 
glory. The Muse of History has painted the superb ap- 
pearance of marshaled troops, and thrown a bewildering 
fascination around the brilliant charge. Poetry has “ lent 
the magic of its numbers to the narrative of blood paint- 
ing has blended its choicest colors to picture the tented 
field ; eloquence has breathed its sweetest accents in honor 
of the unreturning brave and the novelist has wandered 
through imagination’s enchanted balls to do homage at the 
shrine of heroism. From Homer to Tennyson, the grandest^ 
mightiest strains of poetry have been employed in celebra- 
ting the achievements of Bellona and Mars ; and, to-day, 
with all our boasted nearness to the millenniumj the war- 
element of the world is greater than ever before. 

But this is war in its pleasantest aspect. There is another 
and a sadder view. MathemathiOs would fail to compute 
its horrors, and the tongue of eloquence would falter at a 
description of its woes. Ten thousand inhuman fields, crim- 
soned with the blood of the slain, and white with the 
unburied bones of the tombless dead, dot, like leprous spots,, 
the face of earth and raise their Armageddon cry to heaven I 
From Leuctra to Solferino, from Marathon to Fort Bonelson, 
from the siege of Jerusalem to the f'all of Richmond — the 
ghostly columns troop in swift review before the startled 
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imagination — a mighty host! Who can number .. them ? 
If our hearts were marble, they should bleed ; if our eyes 
were flint, they should melt with tears, when we think of 
the ‘‘ unreturning brave ” who have fallen in the sacred 
struggle for imperiled liberty, and now sleep beneath the 
soil their self-devotion has consecrated ; or who have been 
sacrificed at the shrine of ambition and hurried into eter- 
nity wfithout a moment’s preparation to meet their Judge! 

‘‘ How are the mighty fallen in the midst of battle ! ” 
“Take the wings of the morning and flee unto the uttermost 
parts of the earth” and, behold! the “unreturning brave” 
are there! They lie low beneath the palms of the Orient 
and slumber along the classic banks of the Mississippi and 
Potomac. They sleep in glory beneath the soil of every 
land, and lie pillowed on the coral crags of every sea. The 
voice of thunder cannot wake them — the clamor of unrest 
and the echo of this world’s strife can no longer disturb the 
countless millions as they repose in the embrace of death. 


If silence is ever golden it must be here amid the graves 
of fifteen thousand men whose lives were more significant 
than speech, and whose death was a poem, the music of which 
can never be sung. With words we make promises, pledge 
faith, praise virtue. Promises may not be kept ; plighted 
faith may be broken ; and vaunted virtue may be only the 
cunning mask of vice. We do not know one promise these 
men made, one pledge they gave, one word they spoke, but 
we do know they summed up and perfected, by one su- 
preme act, the highest virtues of men and citizens. For 
love of country they accepted death, and thus resolved all 
doubts and made immortal their patriotism and their virtue. 
For the noblest man that lives there still remains a conflict. 
But with these the conflict ended, the victory was won when 
death stamped on them the great seal of heroic character^ 
and closed a record which years can never hlot. 

J %mes A, Garfield (Arlington Heights Oration). 
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There are few die well that die in battle. 

Shakespeare^ 

I HEAR the hoarse-voiced cannon roar, 

The red-mouthed orators of war. 

Joaquin Miller, 

The Gospel has but a forced alliance with war. Its doc- 
trine of human brotherhood would ring strangely between 
the opposed ranks. 

Ohapin^ 

Were half the power that fills the world with terror, 
Were half the wealth bestowed on camps and courts, 

Giv^n to redeem the human mind from error, 

There were no need of arsenals and forts. 

The warrior’s name would be a name abhorredl 
And every nation that should lift again 

Its hand against its brother, on its forehead 
Would wear forevermore the curse of Cain! 

Down the dark future, through long generations. 

The echoing sounds grow fainter, and then cease; 

And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations, 

I hear once more the voice of Christ say Peace 1” 

Peace! and no longer from its brazen portals 
The blast of war’s great organ shakes the skies, 

But beautiful as songs of the immortals, 

The holy melodies of love arise! 

JLongfellow, 

Given the character of a man, and the conditions of life 
around him, what will be his career ? Or, given his career 
and surroundings, what was his character ? Or, given his 
character and career, of what kind were his surroundings ? 
The relation of these three factors to each other is severely 
logical. From them is deduced all genuine history. Char- 
acter is the chief element, for it is both a result and a cause 



LIGHT INEXTINGUISHABLE. 


381 


— a result of influences and a cause of results 

We are struck, at the outset, with the evenness and com- 
pleteness of his life. There were no breaks in it^ no chasms, 
no upheavals. His pathway was a plane of continued ele- 
vation To his country and to mankind, he has 

left his character and his fame, as a priceless and everlast- 
ing possession. 

James A. GarfieU 

(Memorial Address on Gen. George H. Thomas.) 


XXXIII. 

LIGHT IS EXTINGUISH ABLE. 

Myeiad deadly blows have been aimed at the very heart of 
the Gospel, but every thrust has been parried, and the relig- 
ion of Jesus remains the grand, impregnable fact of history 
— stunning into wonder those whom it has not subdued into 
worship, striking with awe those whom it has not melted 
into contrition. 


One thing is sure, the day of the Lord is hastening on. 
In our chronology it may be ages in the future, yet in that 
divine chronology by which a thousand years is as one day, 
it is ever nigh. The admonitions to watchfulness can never 
be profitless to any of us, and will certainly be rigidly ap- 
plicable in some period of the world’s history, and so the sol- 
emn voice goes sounding down through the ages : ‘‘ Be ye 

also ready, for in such an hour as ye think not, the Son of 
man cometh.” 


President TF. X. Uinde^ P.D. 
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Wb know what would be the effect of abating faith to 
nothing among men as clearly as we know what would be 
the effect of blotting the sun from the heavens. We know 
it by an induction as broad and conclusive as ever under- 
laid a science. It means disorder. It means wickedness. 
It means the decay of homes and governments. It means 
the French Revolutionjandthe reign of such men as Robes- 
pierre and Mirabeau. It means riot and uprising, and com- 
munistic excitement. Life would then be but a burning, 
sandy desert, surrounded on all sides by a dark and impen- 
etrable horizon. An endless, starless night would settle 
over the world, and instead of the hymn of praise and the 
song of hope there would everywhere be heard the piercing 
wail of anguish and despair. But the Church, cannot be 
overthrown; the Bible cannot be destroyed, and even ac- 
cording to Renan — whatever may be the surprises of the 
future, Jesus Christ can never be surpassed.” 


ChrIkSTIAnity at this hour reads her Scriptures, and lifts 
up her anthems, in two hundred languages. One- half of 
the missionaries of the globe may be reached from Boston 
by telegraph in twenty-four hours. God is making com- 
merce his missionary. 

Joseph Cook, 

I WOULD not divorce faith from reason; on the contrary, I 
believe free religious inquiry is a duty, that argument is the 
basis of devotion, and that the proper motives to religion are 
the proper proofs of it; nor would I deny to mind the right 
of thinking for itself, and of exerting its faculties in the 
sphere of legitimate discussion, for the right of research be- 
longs to its chainless spirit and will be exercised; but I 
would not have it exalt itself above God. God is sovereign, 
reason is subordinate; God is infinite, eternal, infallable; 
man is finite, erring. 
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Cheistianity now stirs men’s thoughts more than ever. 
It has projected itself into the civilization of the age 
with the fixedness with which a continent thrusts itself into 
the sea; and the reason of this is plain. It is because it 1ms 
proved itself to be the only hope of the world. It has 
brought life and immortality to light, and has given man a 
Savior adapted to his wants and able and willing to save him. 
Millions of stricken hearts has it cheered; bright and joyous 
has been the light which it has thrown over the pathway of 
many a bewildered life, and daring indeed is the tongue 
that would willfully revile or blaspheme it. 


The church of Christ, if called to pass again through the 
age of martyrdom, would, I believe, be as unflinching in 
maintaining the truth, or in sealing her testimony in blood, 
as in the days of Ridley and Latimer, or in the earlier age 
of Perpetua and ITelicita, when rich and poor, bond and free, 
were one in a common loyalty to the truth and in pouring 
out their blood in its defense. 

Bishop J, F. Hurst ^ JDH,^ JOL. D. 

Christianity isstrongin its unity, strong in its simplicity, 
strong in its splendid literature, strong in its mingled law 
and grace — its restriction and its liberty, strong in its great 
stores of confessed truth, strong in the sublimity of its pro- 
posed aims and purposes, strong in the accord of its facts 
and doctrines with nature and experience, strong in its 
adaptation to the wants of mankind, and to the expanding 
oivilization of the world which it has created and fostered, 
strong in the character of its disciples and in the number 
and ability of its professors and defenders, strong in its su- 
periority to all other religions, strong in its terrible alterna- 
tion of no religion, strong in its prophecies and miracles and 
apocalypses and ever thronging evidences. 
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That law and system, self caused and self directed, are 
sufficient to account for the order and energy of the uni- 
verse, is the serpent falsehood coiled in the heart of modern 
infidelity. But whence law? Whence system? How came 
they to exist if there be not a law-giver, a systematizer who 
created and who sustains them? Have the forces of nature 
any inherent life or power in themselves, apart from the 
eternal God who spoke them into existence? 


Look above thee — never eye 

Saw such pleasures as await thee; 

Thought ne’er reached such scenes of joy 
As are there prepared to meet thee; 

Light undying, seraph’s lyres, 

Angel welcomes, cherub choirs, 

Smiling through heaven’s doors to greet thee. 


Wh cannot despair of success. What though the dreary 
winter of the world’s moral life may have lasted far longer 
than the eager hopes of the church anticipated? What 
though the thick darkness of an apparently eternal night 
may have hung for centuries over the vast majority of our 
race? We do not, we cannot, despair. Not suddenly — 
not in a moment — was it reasonable to expect that the bright 
and blessed change would come. When the morning dawns 
and struggles with the gloom of night, how doubtful, how 
gradual is the progress of the conflict ! Silently, and we 
know not when, the darkness begins to melt in the East, but 
heavy clouds may still resist the splendor of the sun. Gleams 
of the coming brightness shoot up the heavens, their lines 
of glory quiver along the horizon, and prophesy the approach- 
ing day ; but the mists still hang gloomily in the skies, and 
threaten to bring the hours of darkness back ; and yet the 
ultimate victory of the light is secure. 


II. W. Dale. 
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Reject the universal conviction by which the gramiest 
thinkers have sanctioned the hope of the humblest Christian, 
and you are at once servile to some form of faith, inconceiv- 
ably more difficult to believe. Infidelity itself, in rejecting 
the healthful creeds by which man finds his safeguards in 
faith and prayer, invents systems of belief, compared with 
which the mysteries of the Christian system are simple. 


Bathed in unfallen sunlight, 

Itself a sun-born gem. 

Fair gleams the glorious city, 

The new Jerusalem! 

City fairest, 

Splendor rarest, 

Let me gaze on thee I 

Calm in her queenly glory, 

She sits all joy and light; 

Pure in her bridal beauty, 

Her raiment festal-white, 

Home of gladness, 

Free from sadness. 

Let me dwell in thee! 

Iloratius Bonar. 

These are they who, with the Bible in their hands and the 
wonders of creation before their eyes, hold that matter can 
think and create; that order is the result of chance; that life, 
beautiful, splendid and momentous, is a mere phenomenon, 
soon to disappear forever; who would shiver every tomb, 
blot out every remembrance, congeal every affection and 
wrest the universe from the God it proclaims. Their aim is 
to literalize nature, to denude it of its providence, and to 
leave our starving souls, bones and fossils and chemical ele- 
ments and nothing else. 



386 


GOLDEIf GLEAMS. 


Thebe is no roof in all the world, of palace or of cot, 

That hideth not some burdened heart, nigh breaking for 
its lot; 

The earth is sunk in pain and tears, and closer draws the 
gloom; 

And light or balm there can be none, till Christ, the Lord, 
shall come. 

‘‘O morn, when like a summer bird, my spirit shall go 
free, — 

When I shall see Thee as Thou art, and be, my Grod, like 
Thee! 

Like Thee! like Thee! All spotless white — this heart, this 
will, as Thine, 

0 love of God, O blood of. Christ, 0 grace and power divine! 

“ My Saviour, who doth know the thirst the longing spirit 
feels, — 

0 Bridegroom, now so long afar, why stay Thy chariot- 
wheels? 

Were ever eyes so dim with grief, breasts so oppressed with 
care? 

Did ever hearts’so yearn to catch Thy whisper from the air?” 

Thou lonely one, lift up thy head, array thee for the feast; 

He that hath tarried long is near — the glow is in the East! 

0 Morning Star, so soon to lead Thy chosen one away — 

0 Sun of Righteousness, bring in the everlasting day! 


We shape ourselves the joy or fear 
Of which the coming life is made, 
And fill our future’s atmosphere 
With sunshine or with shade. 

The tissue of the life to be 

We weave with colors all our own; 
And in the field of destiny 
We reap as we have sown. 
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Still shall the soul around it call 

The shadows which it gathered here; 

And, painted on the eternal wail, 

The past shall reappear. 

Think ye the notes of holy song 
On Milton’s tuneful ear have died? 

Think ye that Raphael’s angel throng 
Has vanished from his side? 

Oh, no! we live our life again; 

Or warmly touched, or coldly dim, 

The pictures of the past remain — 

Man’s work shall follow him. 

Whittier. 

It is unkind and improper to exult over a triumph, but 
the signal and overwhelming victory achieved by Christian- 
ity over the compacted might of her assailants should awak- 
en a universal resonance of joy. Pale as death, red as blood, 
her staggered reeling foes have gone down, and are now go- 
ing down, as though smitten by the wrath of God, 
while the Church of Christ, “as old as the centuries^ 
and as young as the future, ” still goes forth and will 
continue to go forth, not as in the old crusading 
days, clad in visible armor and bearing an earthly sword, 
but “with length of days in her right hand, and in her left 
hand riches and honor.” With the love of Jesus beaming 
in her face, and the sweet offer of salvation on her lips, she 
will yet gladden the dark places of earth, and win back the 
world to God. 


Break, 0 Morning, break on the souls that are in the 
night of sin; and on our graves, break, 0 Morning of the 
Everlasting Day! 


(7. F. Deems^ B.B. 
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XXXIY. 

YESPEE YOICES. 

Voices, sweeping through all time, peal, 

Like the eternal thunders of the deep, 

Into my ears the truth, Thou livest forever ! 

Byron, 

Ik that hour, which of all the twenty-four is most em- 
blematical of heaven, and suggestive of repose, the even- 
tide, in which instinctively Isaac went into the fields to 
meditate — when the work of the day is done, when the 
mind has ceased its tension, when the passions are lulled 
bo rest in spite of themselves, by the spell of the quiet star- 
lit sky — it is then amidst the silence of the lull of all the 
lower parts of our nature, that the soul comes forth to do its 
work. Then the peculiar, strange work of the soul, which 
the intellect cannot do, meditation begins; awe and wor- 
ship, and wonder are in full exercise; and love begins then 
its purest form of mystic adoration, and pervasive and un- 
defined tenderness, separate from ail that is coarse and 
earthly, swelling as if it would embrace the All in its de- 
sire to bless, and lose itself in the sea of the love of God. 
This is the rest of the soul — the exercise and play of all the 
nobler powers. 

F, W, Robertson, 

Ip you live in the neglect of secret prayer, you neglect 
all the worship of God; for he that prays only when he 
prays with others would not pray at all, were it not that the 
ayes of others were upon him; yea, he that would not pray 
where none but God sees him, manifestly does not pray at 
ill. 
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The years back of us are full of voices — voices eloquent 
and pathetic. You who have lived long, have stood over 
the grave of many an early dream. Success, when it came, 
was not what you thought it would be, and even success 
has often been denied you. You have watched by the 
couch of many a hope, and seen it fail and die. You have 
buried many a bright expectation, and laid the memorial 
wreath over many a joy. When, alone by yourself at 
times, you close your eyes and think, these memories be- 
come oppressive. Withered garlands are there, and brok- 
en rings, and vases once fragrant with flowers, and the 
white faces of those that sleep. 

B&o.W. H- H. Murray. 

I HEAR a voice you cannot hear, 

Which says I must not stay; 

I see a hand you cannot see, 

Which beckons me away. 

TicJcell. 


Clear as the silver call 
Of Israel’s trumpets on her holy days, 

Calling her children from all walks and ways. 
The church’s accents fall; 

Joyful, and yet how grave; 

Bidding us kneel with faces to the Bast, 

And watch for Him, our Sacrifice and Priest, 
Who cometh, strong to save. 

Christmas Carol. 


I LIKE the silent church before the service 
than any preaching. 


begins better 
Emerson. 


A BEAUTIFUL chiirch is a sermon in stone, and its spire a 
finger pointing to heaven. 

Schaff. 
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Heaven will be the sweet surprise of a perfect explana- 


tion. 


Mobert Frice^D.D. 


Piety sat with tearful eye by the side of patriotism. 

Herrick Johnson^ 


Frayeb is a golden key, which should open the morning 
and lock up the evening. 

Bishop HopTdns. 


pRATBE is so mighty an instrument that no one ever 
thorougly mastered all its keys. They sweep along the in- 
finite scale of man’s wants and of God’s goodness. 

Hugh Miller. 


Praybe is not overcoming God’s reluctance, it is laying 
hold of His highest willingness. 

Archbishop Trench. 


Many of the psalms begin mournfully and end triumph- 
antly, to show us the prevailing power of devotion, and 
convipce us of the certaiu return of prayer. 

Bishop Horne. 

Prayer is the application of want to Him who only can 
relieve it, the voice of sin to Him who alone can pardon it. 
It is the urgency of poverty, the prostration of humilitv, 
the fervency of penitence, the confidence of trust. It is 
not eloquence, but earnestness; not the definition of happi- 
ness, but the feeling of it; not figures of speech, but com- 
punction of soul. It is the “ Lord, save us or we perish,” 
of drowning Peter; the cry of faith to the ear of mercy. 

Hannah More. 

Disgrace clings to no man after repentance, any more 
than the feet defiled with the mud of the world come yet 
soiled and polluted from the cleansing bath. 


Spurgeon, 
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More things are wrought by prayer 

Than this world dreams of. Wherefore let thy voice 

Rise like a fountain both by night and day. 

For what are men better than sheep or goats 
That nourish a blind life within the brain, 

If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer. 

Both for themselves and those who call them friends? 
For so the whole round earth is every way 
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God. 


Lord, what a change within us, one short hour 
Spent in thy presence will avail to make! 

What heavy burdens from our spirits take! 

What parched grounds refresh as with a shower! 
We kneel, and all around us seems to lower; 

We rise, and all, the distant and the near, 

Stands forth in sunny outline, brave and clear. 

We kneel, how weak! We rise, how full of power! 
Why, therefore, should we do ourselves this wrong, 
Or others, that we are not always strong; 

That we are ever overborne with care, 

That we should ever weak or heartless be. 

Anxious, or troubled, when with us is prayer, 

And joy, and strength, and courage, are with Thee? 


Giants in the closet are often but pigmies in the world. 

JPlumer. 


He prayeth well, who loveth well 
Both man, and bird, and beast; 
He prayeth best, who loveth best 
All things, both great and small; 
For the dear G-od who loveth us. 
He made and loveth all. 


Coleridge, 
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Thy business on earth was to watch over and pray for us, 
and so faithfully, so fervently, was it done, that the blessing 
of Thine intercession is not exhausted, but, like a dew from 
God, will drop down upon us as long as we live. 

Tholuekn 

Meditate long, meditate humbly, on what it is to have a 
Creator, and a comfort will come at last. If broad daylight 
should never be yours on this side of the grave, He will 
hold your feet in the twilight that they shall not stumble, 
and, at last, with all the more love, and all the more speed 
as well, He will fold you to His bosom, who is Himself the 
Light Eternal. 

F. W. Faber, 

Upok many minds long hardened by sin, remorse has no 
more effect than have the shadows that chase each other 
upon the solid rock. The sunshine of God’s unfailing mer- 
cies soon dispels the gloom and all seems bright again. 

William Rudder F.JD. 

Op all acts, is not, for man, repentance the most divine? 
The deadliest sin were the consciousness of no sin. The 
heart so conscious is divorced from sincerity, humility and 
fact. Hence the experience of David is the truest emblem 
of man’s moral progress and warfare ever written. 

Carlyle, 

A MAI?" of long experience in sin is always a worse man 
chan he seems to himself to be. The day of judgment is 
to be a day of fearful surprises and overwhelming revolu- 
tions in self-knowledge. 

Austin Fhelps, 

Theee are ascending and progressive epochs in Chris- 
tian experience; duty and service, privilege and sonship, 
honor and heirship, glory and kingship. 


C leghorn. 
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It is an introspection on which all religion has been built, 
man going into himself, and seeing the straggle within 
him, and thence getting self-knowledge, and thence knowl- 
edge of God. 

Canon Mosely, 

Reltgiojt would not have enemies, if it were not an en- 
emy to their vices. 

Ma^dllon, 


Many have puzzled themselves about the origin of evil. 
I am content to observe that there is evil, and that there is 
a way to escape from it, and with this I begin and end. 

John Newton, 


A TRUE repentance shuns the evil itself 
More than the external suffering or the shame. 

Shakespeare. 

Ask thyself at evening: What that is immortal have I 
done to-day? Until thou hast conquered, say nothing of 
thy secret strife. The good which thou hast done, forget, 
and do something better. All forms which are of man’s 
make, God’s hand shatters; break them not, but put into 
the form so much spirit that something everlasting may re- 
main for you if all forms be shattered. 

Lavater, 


I REEL, when I have sinned, an immediate reluctance to 
go to Christ. I am ashamed to go. I feel as if it would 
do no good to go — as if it were making Christ a minister of 
sin, to go straight from the swine-trough to the best robe — 
and a thousand other excuses. I am persuaded there is 
neither peace nor safety from deeper sin but in going direct- 
ly to the Lord. This is God’s way of peace and holiness. 
It is folly to the world and the beclouded heart, but it is the 
way. 


McGheyne. 
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Thbrb is so raucli more good than evil in human nature, 
that he who trusts everybody will, in the long run, make 
fewer mistakes than he who suspects everybody. 

Philadelphia Ledger. 

CoMiKG to Jesus is the desire of the heart after Him. 
It is to feel our sin and misery, to believe that He is able 
and willing to pardon, comfort and keep us; to ask Him to 
help us, and to trust in Him as in a friend. To have the 
same feelings and desires as if He were visibly present, and 
we came and implored him to bless us, is to come to Him, 
though we do not see His face nor hear His voice. The 
penitent’s desire for pardon, his prayer, Lord, save me; I 
perish ” — this is coming to Him, 

Newman Hall. 


A Sabbath well spent brings a week of content. 
And health for the toils of to-morrow; 

But a Sabbath profaned, what e’er may be gained, 

Is a certain forerunner of sorrow. 

Sir Matthew Hale. 

StJNBATS the pillars are 
On which heaven’s palace archM lies; 

The other days fill up the spare 
And hollow room with vanities; 

They are the fruitful beds and borders 
In God’s rich garden; that is bare 
Which parts their ranks and orders. 

George Herbert. 


If the end of one mercy were not the beginning 3f 
another, we were undone. 


Philip Henry. 


I HATE lived to thank God that all my prayers have not 
been answered. 


Jean Ingelow. 
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There is an evening twilight of the hearty 
When its wild passion-waves are lolled to rest. 
And the eye sees life’s fairy scenes depart. 

As fades the day-beam in the rosy West- 
’T is with a nameless feeling of regret 
We gaze upon them as they melt away, 

And fondly would we bid them linger yet, 

But hope is round us with her angel-Iay, 
Hailing afar some happier moonlight hour; 

Dear are her whispers still, though lost their early 
power. 


jSalleck. 


When I look around me and see how few of the compan- 
ions of earlier years are left to me, I think of a summer 
residence at a bathing-place. When you arrive, you first 
become acquainted with those who have already been there 
some weeks, and who leave you in a few days. This sepa- 
ration is painful. Then you turn to the second generation, 
with which you live a good while, and become really inti- 
miate. But this goes also, and leaves us lonely with the third, 
which comes just as we are going away, and with which we 
have, properly, nothing to do. I have ever been considered 
one of fortune’s favorites; nor can I complain of the course 
my life has taken, yet truly, there has been nothing but 
toil and care; and, in my severity- fifth year, I may say that 
I have never had four weeks of genuine pleasure. The 
stone was ever to be rolled up anew. 

Goethe- 


There are some great troubles that only time can heal, and 
perhaps some that can never be healed at all; but all can be 
helped by the great panacea, work. When grief sits down, 
folds its hands, and mournfully feeds upon its own tears, 
weaving the dim shadows, that a little exertion might sweep 
away into a funeral pall,— the strong spirit is shorn of its 
might, and sorrow becomes our master. 
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This, after ail, we believe, is the tone of true wisdom 
and true virtue, and that to which ali good natures draw 
nearer, as they approach the close of life, and come to act 
less, and to know and to meditate more on the varying and 
crowded scene of human existence. When the inordinate 
hopes of early youth, which provoke their own disappoint- 
ment, have been sobered down by longer experience and 
more extended views; when the keen contentions and eager 
rivalries which employed our riper age, have expired or 
been abandoned; when we have seen, year after year, the 
objects of our fiercest hostility, and of our fondest af- 
fection, lie down together in the hallowed peace of the 
grave; when ordinary pleasures and amusements begin to 
be insipid, and the gay derision which seasoned them to 
appear flat and importunate; when we reflect how, after we 
have mourned and been comforted, what opposite opinions 
we have successively maintained and abandoned, to what 
inconsistent habits we have gradually been formed, and 
how frequently the objects of our pride have proved the 
sources of our shame — we are naturally led to recur to 
the careless days of our childhood, and from that distant 
starting-place to retrace the whole of our career, and that 
of our contemporaries, with feelings of far greater humil- 
ity and indulgence than those by which it had been actual- 
ly accompanied; to think all vain but affection and honor; 
the simplest and cheapest pleasures, the truest and most 
precious; and generosity of sentiment, the only mental su- 
periority which ought either to be wished for or admired. 

Lord Jeffrey. 


Now, soul, be very still and go apart. 

Fly to thy inmost citadel, and be thou still. 

Dost thou not know the trembling, shrinking heart 
That feels the shadow of some coming ill ? 

Ah! no. ’T is not delusion; some kind care 
Touches thee, soul, and whispers thee: “Beware !” 
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Hide thee awhile, call back the troublous past: 

How many times we have been wakened thus, while J 
Entered the dreadful shadow, ail aghast, 

And found beyond it a far brighter sky; 

How oft the low, black clouds above me lay, 

And some sweet wind of God blew them away. 

Hide thee awhile, call back the happy past: 

Thy many marvelous mercies; thy delicious days, 
When sorrow watched thee from afar, nor cast 
One shadow o’er love’s many changing ways; 

All eyes have wept; life no new sorrow has; 

Times come and go; but God is where He was. 

So, soul, come with me, and be sure we’ll find 

A little sanctuary, wherein dwells faith and prayer; 
Then, if misfortune come, cast doubt behind; 

We shall have strength to fight or strength to bear; 

No prisoners of evil fate are we, 

For in our breast we carry Hopeful’s key. 

Mary A, Barr- 

No soul can preserve the bloom and delicacy of its ex- 
istence without lonely musing and silent prayer, and the 
greatness of this necessity is in proportion to the greatness 
of the soul. 

Farrar- 

Dm the Eternal fulfill his gracious promises on the in- 
stant, where would be the trial of faith, and our confidence 
in prayer? 

Grace Aguilar, 

The world is seldom what it seems; 

To man, who dimly sees. 

Realities appear as dreams, 

And dreams, realities. 


Moore. 
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01 wiNTEE twilight, while the moon 
Grows whiter on the deepening blue, 

I find some brief-lived thoughts in you, 

That rise not in the night or noon. 

Of faded loves, that once were sweet, 

But now are neither sweet nor sad; 

Of hopes that, distant, looked so glad, 

Yet lie, unnoticed, at our feet. 

Of these I think, until the red 
Has wasted from the western sky, 

And royal reigns the moon on high; 

What profits to lament the dead? 

Small profit! yet in dreams that hold 
One hand to forward, one to past, 

We stay the years that fly so fast, 

And link our new lives to the old. 

W* TT. Bourdillon, 

Abide with me; fast falls the eventide; 

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide; 

When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 

Help of the helpless, O, abide with me! 

Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day; 

Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away; 

Change and decay in all around I see; 

O, Thou who changest not, abide with me! 

I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless; 

Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness. 

Where is death’s sting? where, grave, thy victory? 

I triumph still, if Thou abide with me. 

Henry Francis JOyte. 

Bbyokd the stars that shine in golden glory, 
Beyond the calm, sweet moon, 

Up the bright ladder saints have trod before thee, 
Soul! thou must venture soon. 



EVENIKG LAMPS. 


3 ^' 


XXXV. 

ETElSrilsTG LAMPS. 

The day hath gone to God, 

Straight, like an infant's spirit, or a mocked 
And mourning messenger of grace to man. 

JBailey. 

Were there no night we could not read the stars, 
The heavens would turn into a blinding glare; 
Freedom is best seen through the prison bars, 

And rough seas make the haven passing fair. 

We cannot measure joys but by their loss, 

When blessings fade away we see them then; 

Our richest clusters grow around the cross, 

And in the night-time angels sing to men. 

The seed must first lie buried deep in earth, 

.Before the lily opens to the sky; 

So “ light is sown,” and gladness has its birth, 

In the dark deeps where we can only cry. 

“Life out of death” is heaven’s unwritten law; 

Nay, it is written in a myriad forms; 

The victor’s palm grows on the fields of war, 

And strength and beauty are the fruit of storms. 

Come, then, my soul, be brave to do and bear; 

Thy life is bruised that it may be more sweet; 

The cross will soon be left, the crown we’ll wear; 
Nay, we will cast it at our Savior’s feet. 

And up among the glories never told, 

Sweeter than music of the marriage-bell, 

Our bands will strike the vibrant harp of gold 
To the glad song, “ He doeth all things well.” 

Mmry Burton. 
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^Tis midnight’s holy hour, and silence now 
Is brooding, like a gentle spirit, o’er 
The still and pulseless world. 

George D, Prentice. 

Lead, kindly light! amid the encircling gloom, 

Lead thou me on; 

The night is dark, and I am far from home; 

Lead thou me on. 

Keep thou my feet; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene; one step enough for me. 

I was not ever thus, nor pray’d that thou 
Shouldst lead me on; 

I loved to choose and see my path; but now 
Lead thou me on. 

I loved the garish day; and, spite of fears, 

Pride ruled my will; remember not past years! 

So long thy power has blest me, sure it still 
Will lead me on 

O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and torrent, till 
The night is gone. 

And with the morn those angel faces smile, 

Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile. 

John Henry Newman. 

The darkest night that ever fell upon the earth never 
hid the light, never put out the stars. It only made the stars 
more keenly, kindly glancing, as if in protest against the 
darkness. 

George Eliot. 
Iknoceot sleep! 

Sleep that knits up the ravelled sleeve of care, 

The death of each day’s life, sore labor’s bath. 

Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course. 
Chief nourisher in life’s feast. 


Shakespeare. 
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Beneath this starry arch, 

Naught resteth or is still, 

But all things hold their march, 

As if by one great will; 

Moves one, moves all. 

Hark to the footfall! 

On, on, forever! 

Harriet Martmeau, 

Sometime, when all life’s lessons have been learned, 
And sun and stars forevermore have set. 

The things which our weak judgment here has spurned, 
The things o’er which we grieved, with lashes wet, 
Will flash before us out of life’s dark night, 

As stars shine most in deeper tints of blue; 

And we shall see how all God’s plans were right, 

And how what seemed reproof was love most true. 


The compensations of calamity are made apparent after 
long intervals of time. The sure years reveal the deep 
remedial force that underlies all fact. 

Emerson* 

Youth’s heritage is hope, but man’s 
Is retrospect of shattered plans, 

And doubtful glances cast before. 


The retrospect of youth is often like visiting the grave 
of a friend whom we have injured, and are prevented by 
his death from the possibility of making reparation. 

Landon. 

A Sorrow’s crown of sorrow is remembering happier 
things. 


Tennyson, 
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The heart, when broken, is like sweet gums and spices 
when beaten; for as such cast their fragrant scent into the 
nostrils of men, so the heart, when broken, casts its sweet 
smell into the nostrils of God. The incense, which was a 
type of prayer of old, was to be beaten or bruised, and so 
to be in the censer. The heart must be beaten or bruised, 
and then the sweet scent will come out. 

Bunyan, 

There is something sustaining in the very agitation that 
accompanies the first shock of trouble, just as an acute pain 
is often a stimulus, and produces an excitement which is 
transient strength. It is in the slow changed life that fol- 
lows, in the time when sorrow has become stale, and has no 
longer an emotive intensity that counteracts its pain; in 
the time when day follows day in dull, expected same- 
ness, and trial is a dreary routine — it is then that despair, 
threatens; it is then that the peremptory hunger of the soul 
is felt, and eye and ear are strained after some unlearned 
secret of our existence, which shall give to endurance the 
nature of satisfaction. 

George Eliot. 

When- doomed to feel that youth is o’er, 

That spring and summer both have fled, 

That we can wake to life no more 
The buds and blossoms that are dead; 

That evermore the years will steal 
Some brightness as they hurry on, 

And with the past we know and feel 
The glory of our life is gone; 

And still, the skies are just as blue. 

The golden suns as warm and bright. 

No star has lost its radiant hue, 

Or faded from the crown of night; 

And beauty’s cheek is still as fair, 
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The songs of birds as sweet at moms 
The flowers bloom, and in the air 
The fragrance of the spring is born ; 

But oh, to think of all the past, 

How much of good there was to glean, 

How little came to us at last, 

And yet, and yet, what might have beeni 
How shadows gather o’er the heart, 

The night winds bear a sadder strain; 
The eyes grow dim with tears that start, 
And memory's gates we close in vain. 


I HAT) rather as a forgiven child, with all the prospects of 
the future opened unto me, wear the crown purchased by 
the redeeming love of Christ than that which is worn by 
the unfallen angels; because the blessings of a divine atone- 
ment, through a divine incarnation, secured to the soul in 
harmony with the conditions of the Gospel, reveal the char- 
acter of God in a way impossible to be made known to 
those who have complied with all the law demands; and 
this places the sinner, penitent and forgiven, on a platform 
of experience and personal relationship to God, of a nature 
so peculiar and so extraordinary as to throw all other stars, 
glittering never so brightly in the heavenly firmament, into 
comparative obscurity, contrasted with the exceptional 
brilliancy of that state which involves the strange anomaly 
of justice and mercy together, the law sustained and the 
sinner saved. 

Ite'G, Phillips JBroohs* 

The grave buries every error, covers every defect, extin- 
guishes every resentment. Who can look down upon the 
last resting place even of an enemy, and not feel a com- 
punctious throb, that he should ever have warred with the 
poor handful of earth that lies moldering before him. 

Washington Irving, 
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The “ Imitation of Christ” was written by a hand that 
waited for the heart’s promptings. It is the chronicle of a 
solitary, hidden anguish, struggle, trust, and triumph; not 
written on velvet cushions, to teach endurance to those whc 
are treading with bleeding feet on the stones. And so i1 
remains to all times a lasting record of human needs, and 
human consolations; the voice of a brother who, ages ago. 
felt and suffered and renounced, in the cloister, perhaps, 
with serge gown and tonsured head, with much chanting 
and long fasts, and with a fashion of speed different from 
ours, but under the same silent, far-off heavens, and witt 
the same passionate desires, the same strivings, the same 
failures, the same weariness. 

George EUok 

Carbst Thou not? O Thou that givest life, 

Carest Thou not? Who art the love Thou teachest^ 
While half Thy children perish in the strife. 

For lack of the sweet charity Thou preachest; 

The eye that sees, the heart that longs and yearns 
For beauty, wealth, and calm of golden hours; 

Or Thou, or Nature, gave the brain that burns, 

The mind that chafes to use its latent powers? 

Caught in the bitter net of circumstance. 

We strive and faint amid each baffling fold, ' 

While careless fingers take or miss the chance, 

Or idle with the precious thing they hold; 

And favored darlings of the world look down 
From the fair height, by fate or birthright given, 
Wondering to see how under fortune’s frown 
Along steep paths our tired feet are driven. 

Carest Thou not? Our prized ambitions fail. 

Our dearest droop, in dull days shadowed too, 

Their young eyes forced to read the weary tale. 

While their vain struggles our past pangs renew, 
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We fain would see, and save, and live, and laugh; 

Fain would have honest heart and open hand; 

Ah ! hope and love make but a breaking staff, 

When ’mid our shattered dreams alone we stand- 

Carest Thou not, 0 Lord? Old age creeps on, 

Blighting each lingering bloom we dare to cherish; 

A little while, and the last day is done. 

Carest Thou not, 0 Lord, because we perish? 

Oh, stretch the right hand, strong to stay and save I 
Speak, through wild winds above, wild seas beneath; 
Say, despite failing life and opening grave, 

“ Why will ye doubt, 0 ye of little faith?” 


O Thou great Friend to all the sons of menl 
Who once appeared in humblest guise below, 

Sin to rebuke, to break the captive’s chain. 

And call Thy brethren forth from want and woe; 

We look to Thee. Thy truth is still the light 
Which guides the nations groping on their way, 
Stumbling and falling in disastrous night, 

Yet hoping ever for the perfect day. 

Yes! Thou art still the life; Thou art the way 
The holiest know; light, life, and way to heaven. 
And they who dearest hope and deepest pray, 

Toil by the light, life, way, which Thou hast given. 

TheodoTQ Parker. 


A GRAVE, wherever found, preaches a short, pithy ser- 
mon to the soul. 


Sawthorne. 


I NEVER saw a dying Christian who had not dying grace, 
and certainly he who can help us to die can also help us to 
live. 


TT. 8. Flumer^ D.D, 
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Sigh aiqd grieve that you are yet so carnal and worldly^ 
and your passions so unmortified. 

That you are so full of corrupt inclinations, so unguarded 
in your outward senses, so often ensnared by many vain 
imaginations. 

So much inclined to outward things, so negligent as to 
inward. 

So ready for laughter and dissipation, so unready for 
weeping and compunction. 

So prompt for relaxation and bodily comfort, so disin- 
clined for austerity and fervor. 

So curious to hear news and see fine sights, so slack to 
embrace what is lowly and common. 

So eager to have much, so sparing in giving, so close in 
retaining. 

So inconsiderate in speech, so unable to keep silence, so 
undisciplined in manners, so impetuous in actions. 

So greedy about food, so deaf to the word of God. 

So hasty to take rest, so slow to labor. 

So wakeful to attend to stories, so sleepy at holy vigils.. 

So anxious to finish devotions, so wandering in attention. 

So soon distracted, so rarely fully recollected. , 

So suddenly stirred to anger, so apt to take offence. 

So ready to judge, so relentless in reproving. 

So joyful in prosperity, so weak in adversity. 

So often making good resolutions, so seldom bringing 
them to good effect. 

Thomas h Kempis. 

Laid on thine altar, 0 my Lord divine! 

Accept this gift to-day, for Jesus’ sake. 

I have no jewels to adorn thy shrine, 

Nor any world- famed sacrifice to make; 

But here I bring, within my trembling hand, 

This will of mine — a thing that seemeth small: 

And thou alone, 0 Lord, cahst understand 
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How, when I yield thee this, I yield mine all. 

Hidden therein thy searching gaze canst see 
Straggles of passion, visions of delight. 

All that I have, or am, or fain would be — 

Deep loves, fond hopes, and longings infinite; 

It hath been wet with tears, and dimmed with sighs; 

Clenched in my grasp till beauty hath it none! 

Now, from thy footstool, where it vanquished lies, 

The prayer ascendeth — May thy will be done! 

Take it, O Father, ere my courage fail! 

And merge it so in thine own will, that e’en 
If in some desperate hour my cries prevail, 

And thou give back my gift, it may have been 
So changed, so purified, so fair have grown, 

So one with thee, so filled with peace divine, 

I may not know or feel it as mine own, 

But, gaining back my will, may find it thine! 

N'ew York Obm'ver. 

Death we can face; but knowing, as some of us do, what 
is human life, which of us is it, that without shuddering 
could, if consciously we were summoned, face the hour of 
birth? 

De Quincey. 

All along the pathway of life are tombstones, by the 
side of which we have promised to strive for heaven. 

3Ioody. 

Of all the solemnities of which the mind can conceive, 
death is the greatest. There may be here and there an 
empty heart and a thoughtless brain, across which no 
churchyard meditation passes for months or years together, 
but these are exceptional and leave unaffected the truth, 
that no one reflection comes to man with such uniformity 
and power, as the thought that in a few years we shall all 
be far away. 


Dmid Sioing. 
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Whek I am dead and buried, then 
There will be mourning among men. 

I hear one musing on my dust: 

‘^How hard he fought to win his crust;’’ 

And one, “ He was too sensitive 
In this cold- wintered world to live; ” 

Another, weeping, Ah, how few 
So gentle-hearted, and so true !” 

“ I met him only once, and yet 

I think I never shall forget 

The strange, sad look in his young eyes,’*' 

One other says, and then with wise 
And solemn -shaking head — ^^No doubt 
The hot heart burnt that frail frame out.” 

Good friends, a discount on your grief 1 
A little present help were worth 
More than a sorrow-stricken earth 
When I am but a withered leaf; 

An outstretched hand were better to me 
Than your glib graveyard sympathy; 

You need not pity, and rhyme, and paint me, 

You need not weep for, and sigh for, and saint me 
After you’ve starved me — driven me dead. 

Say ! do you hear? What I want is bread ! 

Seriiner's. 


If I should die to-night. 

My friends would look upon my quiet face 
Before they laid it in its resting place, 

And deem that death had left it almost fair; 

Ajid, laying snow-white flowers against my hair, 
Would smoofh it down with tearful tenderness, 
And fold my hands with lingering caress — 

Poor hands, so empty and so cold to-night I 

If I should die to-night, 

My friends would call to mind, with loving thought 
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Some kindly deed the icy hand had wrought. 

Some gentle word the frozen lips had said; 

Errands on which the willing feet had sped; 

The memory of my selfishness and pride, 

My hasty words, would all be put aside, 

And so I should be loved and mourned to-night. 

If I should die to-night, 

Even hearts estranged would turn once more to me, 
Becalling other days remorsefully; 

The eyes that chill me with averted glance, 

Would look upon me as of yore, perchance, 

And soften in the old familiar way, 

For who would war with dumb unconscious clay? 
So I might rest, forgiven of all to-night. 

0 friends ! I pray to-night, 

Keep not your kisses for my dead, cold brow; 

The way is lonely; let me feel them now; 

Think gently of me; I am travel-worn; 

My faltering feet are pierced with many a thorn; 
Forgive ! 0 hearts estranged, forgive, I plead ! 
When dreamless rest is mine I shall not need 
The tenderness for which I long to-night. 


There are not many who finish their lives before they 
die. Very few go willingly; most are forced, and not a 
few are dragged to the grave. Instead of leaving the 
world, they are hunted out of it. 

Gotthold* 


Better a death when work is done 
Than earth’s most favored birth. 

Macdonald* 

Here lies one whose name was writ in water. 

Keats' Epitaph* 



410 


GOLDEJS' GLEAMS. 


Rid of the world’s injustice and his pain, 

He rests at last beneath God’s veil of blue. 

Taken from life, when life and love were new. 

The youngest of the martyrs here is lain, 

Fair as Sebastian, and as early slain. 

No Cyprus shades his grave, no funeral yew, 

But gentle violets weeping with the dew 
Weave in fair bonds an ever blossoming chain. 

0 proudest heart that broke for misery ! 

0 sweetest lips since those of Mitylene ! 

0 poet painter of our English land ! 

Thy name was v^rit in water — ^it shall stand; 

And tears like mine will keep thy memory green 
As Isabella did her basil tree. 

Oscar Wilde^ 

(At the Grave of Keats). 

And history, 

A mournful follower in the track of man, 

Whose path is over ruin and the grave, 

May linger for a moment in the place, 

Beside a worn inscription, and be sad. 

Alexander Smith, 

0 man! whosoever thou art, and whencesoever thou com- 
est (for come I know thou wilt), I am Cyrus, the founder of 
the Persian Empire. Envy me not the little earth that 
covers my body. 

Cyrm'^ Epitaph, 

“The flower fadeth,” but the seed and the fruit come, 
and this teaches us that there is really nothing to sadden us 
in the phenomena of decay in nature and vegetation; for 
our present life, with all its activities and enjoyments, is but 
the flower-form of a being whose fruit-form or seed-form is 
in an after and higher life, and decay and death are no 



EYENIXG LAMPS. 


411 


more than the falling of the petals from the well set fruit. 
Human, life and flower life are alike, mainly because both 
are phenomenal of progress. Thank Qod the flower does 
fade! The leaf is not much — only the fruit, of which the 
leaf is but the precursor. The fruit, not the flower, is 
perfection. This world is not all; there is a world beyond. 
We press on. 

Charles Wadsworthy D.D, 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely, 
The pangs of despis’d love, the law’s delay, 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 

When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin * * :ie % 

But that the dread of something after death, 

The undiscovered country, from whose bourn 
No traveler returns, puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus, conscience does make cowards of us all; 

And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o’er with the pale oast of thought. 

Shakespeare* 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 

And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave, 
Await alike the inevitable hour; — 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Gray. 


Leaves have their time to fall, 

And flowers to wither at the north wind’s breath; 
And stars to set; but all — 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, 0 Death! 

Mrs. Hemaiw. 
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Deathbed repentance is burning the candle of life in the 
service of the devil, then blowing the snuff in the face of 
heaven. 

Lorenzo Dow* 

Whether on the scaffold, high, 

Or in the battle’s van. 

The fittest place where man can die 
Is where he dies for man. 

Michael J* Barry* 

Hark to the solemn bell, 

Mournfully pealingl 
What do its wailings tell, 

On the ear stealing? 

Seem they not thus to say, 

Loved ones have passed away? 

Ashes with ashes lay. 

List to its pealing 1 

Earth is all vanity, 

False as ’t is fleeting; 

Grief is in all its joy. 

Smiles with tears meeting; 

Youth’s brightest hopes decay. 

Pass like morn’s gems away, 

Too fair on earth to stay, 

Where all is fleeting. 

When in their lonely bed 
Loved ones are lying; 

When joyful wings are spread, 

To heaven flying; 

Would we to sin and pain 
Call back their souls again. 

Weave round their hearts the chain, 

Severed in dying? 
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No, dearest Savior, no ! 

To Thee, their Savior, 

Let their free spirits go, 

Ransomed forever ! 

Heirs of unending joy, 

Theirs is the victory; 

Thine let the glory be. 

Now and forever 1 

Hymnal, 

The future hides in it 
Gladness and sorrow; 

We press still thorough — 

Naught that abides in it 
Daunting us — onward. 

And solemn before us, 

Veiled, the dark portal. 

Goal of all mortal; 

Stars silent rest o’er us! 

Graves under us, silent! 

While earnest thou gazest, 

Comes boding of terror; 

Come phantasm and error. 

Perplexing the bravest 
With doubt and misgiving! 

But heard are the voices, 

Heard are the sages — 

The world and the ages: 

“ Choose well ; your choice is 
Brief, and yet endless; 

Here eyes do regard you 
In Eternity’s stillness ; 

Here is all fulness, 

Ye brave, to reward you; 

Work, and despair not !” 


Goethe. 
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GOLBEK GLEAMS, 


On Fame’s eternal camping-ground 
Their silent tents are spread; 

And Glory guards with solemn sound 
The bivouac of the dead. 

Theodore O^UCara* 


The hand of the reaper 
Takes the ears that are hoary, 

But the voice of the weeper 
Wails manhood in glory. 

Scott, 

Such graves as theirs are pilgrim shrines — 
Shrines to no code or creed confined — 

The Delphian vales, the Palestines, 

The Meccas of the mind. 


God never meant that we should call this home, 
This world of woe; 

We use a strange misnomer and cheat ourselves 
In thinking so. . 

If this were home, no flower would lose its bloom, 
No leaf would fall; 

No life decay, no shadow from the tomb 
Our hearts appal. 

This home? then none would lay their armor down 
In helpless weakness; 

But, step by step, life’s work would rounded be 
To full completeness. 

If this were home, then walking with us here, 

With glory crowned, 

" Were those we laid to sleep, covered with scars, 
Beneath the ground. 

No palsied limb, nor weary brain, nor aching heart 
Is found at home; 
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But joy and peace, and strength, and life divine. 

Are there alone. 

Thank God, we know this earth is not our homel 
No fond delusion 

Can make us think our Father left us here 
To blind confusion. 

Thank God, that in life’s little day, through all 
Our care and sorrow 

We have the promise from His lips, of home, 

Sweet home, to-morrow ! 

A^home unclouded by a grief, and where. 

In mansions fair, 

We’ll clasp once more our missing ones! No hearts 
Are broken there. 

Jf. JS. K. 


Heeoic spirits! take your rest! 

Ye are richer; we are poorer; 
Yet, because ye have been with us, 
Life is manlier, heaven surer. 


XXXYL 

PAETmO BEACON'S. 

How brief this drama of our life appears ! 

The good die not ! This heritage they leave — 
The record of a life in virtue spent ; 

For our own loss, at parting we may grieve — 
Lives such as theirs build their own monument. 
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GOiDEN GLEAMS. 


Goulb we see when and where we are to meet again, we 
would be more tender when we bid our friends good-bye. 

Ouida, 

Nevek part without loving words to think of during 
your absence. It may be that you will not meet again in 
life. 

Michter, 


What is sadder in our reflection, and yet what more 
frequent, than our unconscious farewells ! 

George JEliot, 

The Lord watch between me and thee, 

When we are absent one from another. 

JBible* 

Farewell ! a word that hath been and must be — 

A sound which makes us linger j yet farewell! 

Byron* 

When two persons dearly attaciied to one another sep- 
arate, how much more to be pitied is the one who remains 
than the one who goes! 

Ruffini, * 

Alb farewells should be sudden, when forever! 

Byron^ 


I NEYEK cast a flower away, 

The gift of one who oared for me, 

A little flower — a faded flower, 

But it was done reluctantly. 

I never speak the word farewell 
But with an utterance faint and broken, 

An earth-sick longing for the time 
When it shall never more be spoken. 

Mrs* Southey'*. 
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Such parting were too petty. 

Shakespmre* 


Life! we’ve been long together, 

Thro’ pleasant and thro’ cloudy weather; 

’T is hard to part when friends are dear, 

Perhaps ’t will cost a sigh, a tear; 

Then steal away, give little warning. 

Choose thine own time; 

Say not good-night, but in some brighter clime 
Bid me good-morning. 

Jfrs. JBarbauhL 


If thou dost bid thy friend farewell, 

But for one night though that farewell may be. 

Press thou his hand in thine; 

How canst thou tell how far from thee 
Fate or caprice may lead his steps ere that to-morrow comes? 
Men have been known to lightly turn the corner of a street, 
And days have grown to months, 

And months to lagging years, ere they have looked in lov- 
ing eyes again. 

Parting, at best, is underlaid 
With tears and pain; 

Therefore, lest sudden death should come between, 

Or time, or distance — clasp with pressure firm the hand 
Of him who goes forth; 

Unseen, fate goeth too. 

Yea, and thou hast always time to say some earnest word, 
Between the idle talk, lest with thee henceforth, 

Night and day, regret should walk. 


Good night ! good night ! parting is such sweet sorrow 
That I shall say good night till it be morrow. 

Shakespeare, 


27 
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GOLDEN GLEAMS, 


Life is yerj critical. Any word may be our last. Any 
farewell, even amid glee and merriment, may be forever. 
If this truth were but burnt into our consciousness, would 
it not ffive a new meaning to all our human relationships? 

W. B. Alger. 

The separation of the righteous and the wicked in the day 
of Judgment will be by its own nature final; renewal of 

fellowship will be forever undesirable. „ 

^ Prof. E. P- Morns. 

Oh to be ready when death shall come; 

Oh to be ready to hasten home; 

No earthward clinging, 

No lingering gaze, 

No step at parting, 

No sore amaze, 

No cloud-like phantom to fling a gloom 
’Twixt heaven’s bright portals and earth’s dark tomb; 
But sweetly, gently to pass away 
From the world’s dim twilight into day. 

We are ever taking leave of something that will not 
come back again. We let go, with a pang, portion after 
portion of our existence. However dreary we may have felt 
life to be here, yet when that hour comes — the winding up 
of all things, the last grand rush of darkness on our spirits, 
the hour of that awful sudden wrench from all we have 
ever known or loved, the long farewell to sun, moon, stars^ 
and light — brother men I I ask you this day, and I ask my- 
self, humbly and fearfully, what will then be finished? 
When it is finished, what -will it be? Will it be the but- 
terfly existence of pleasure, the mere life of science, a life 
of uninterrupted sin, and selfish gratification; .or will it be, 
“ Father, I have finished the work which Thou gavest me 
to do ” ? 


F. W. Bohertson. 
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Speed on wherever God's angel may guide thee; 

No fancy can dream, and no language can tell, 
What faith and what blessings walk ever beside thee, 
Or the depth of our love, as we Lid thee farewell. 


There are smiles and tears in that gath’ring band, 
Where the heart is pledged with the trembling hand; 
What trying thoughts in the bosom swell 
As the bride bids parents and home farewell! 

Kneel down by the side ot'the tearful fair, 

And strengthen the perilous hour with prayer. 

Henry Ware^ Jr. 

It is hard to say farewell to a hope that has cheered us, to 
unloose the clasp of what seemed an undying friendship, to 
see a love sail away, and sink its white sails in the sea, re- 
gardless of our outstretched hands, and white, surf-beaten 
faces. Yet most of you, I suppose, at one time of your 
life, have stood on that beach, and waded far out into its 
deep sounding waves, and wrung your hands at parting 
with what would never more come back; and yet, to such 
as are not utterly broken thereby, such partings and memo- 
ries are not in vain. There are things back of us, known 
only to heaven, which did greatly shape our lives; there are 
faces, and the pressure of hands, and snatches of song, and 
the light of long-closed eyes, and the far-distant murmur 
of solemn prayer, which we do treasure choicely and rever- 
ently; there be those with faith enough to think that, by 
and by, the old faces will be seen once more, the loved 
voices heard anew, and all lost things will come sailing 
back to us, like ships, which, parted by night and the swift 
stroke of tempest, at morning, with sails all washed and 
fairer than they went, come hurrying back to anchorage; 
and they wait with watching for that day, and, like some 
angel detained from his companions, sit gazing with wistful 
eyes steadfastly upward and far ahead. 

Rev. W. H. H. Murray. 
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GOLDEN GLEAMS. 


Deal gently with us, ye who read! 

Our largest hope is unfulfilled — 

The promise still outruns the deed — 

The tower, but not the spire, we build. 

Our whitest pearl we never find; 

Our ripest fruit we never reach; 

The flowering moments of the mind 
Drop half their petals in our speech. 

Holmes. 

Mt last word to you is, courageous! Strive with manly 
power against sickly phantasies, and enter, as I do, always 
more hopefully into active life, that your talents may be 
more useful to others, and thus to yourself. 

With this wish, with these hopes, my infinitely dear 
friend, I close, and we part silently from each other. If 
man can bear an eternity in his heart, you will remain etern- 
ally in mine. 


Richter^ 
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Common-school, faults of ; Scribner's, 
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the ; JEdwards, 245. 

Crowb, how it thinks ; Alg ^ j 300. 

not company ; Bacon, 330. 
CeoWBED solitude; George Eliot, 
Crown of thorns; Carlyle,^. 

Cruse of comfort ; Mt 8. Charles, SQO. 

Crush the dead leaves; — , 352. 

Cultivate, how and what to; lady 
Morgan, 51. 

CULTDEB, a disqualifying; Youmans, 67. 
of the mind ; Lord, 67. 
of the heart ; Lord, 67. 
best means of spiritual ; Byng, 
264. 

the apotheosis of ; S. P. X., 152. 
true ends of; Shairp, 245. 

Cupid, modern ; Black, 192. 

('USTOM hlinds ns ; Whatdy, 305. 
Customs, follow innocent ; WoBs, 305. 
Cynicism, human nature mad; Wilson, 
84. 

D. 

JDay, each a critic on the last ; Bope, 29. 

thy wasted ; , 213. 

one spent thoroughly well; 

Thomas a Kempis, 41. 
my last; Dmn, 43. 
of strife ; Falher Byan, 46. 
of judgment; Mohammed 79. 
of judgment, England and; 

pm, 269. 

of judgment, England and; 
Burke, 269. 

count that lost; , 120. 

one, thou wiltbehlessed'; Meats, 
120. 

dark, of Connecticut ; Lee, 128. 
thou must die ; Herbert, 210. 
from which to date; Proverb, 
240. 

hath gone to God ; Bailey, 399. 
of the Lord ; Mnde, 881. 
strength for the ; Scntmer^s, 275. 
Days, happier, kept fresh ; Pichter, 285. 
the play-place of earlier; Cow- 
per, 326. 

Dead, greetings from the; Sunday Af- 
ternoon, 199. 


I DE.iD. call me not ; Scribner's, 220. 

I our, never dead to us ; George 

I Eliot, 217. 

I we need them ; OarfteU, 371. 

' Death, the great reconciler; George 
Eliot, 49. , 

the drawbridge of; Brooke, 59. 
a sacred dread of ; Bryant, 91. 

is transition ; XoRp'/’c^^oir, 217. 
unmasked, an angel; A. H. S-r 
218. 

there is no ; Lyiton, 218. 
thou art not victor, Thayer, 
220 . 

another life; Bailey, 326. 
a friend of ours ; Bacon, 333. 
fear of : Alleine, 367. 
comes as blessing ; Sophocles, S67. 
we can face ; EeQidncy, 407. 
the greatest solemnity ; Swing, 
407. 

here and there forgotten ; Swing, 
407. 

better than birth; Macdonaldr 
409. 

all seasons thine ; Mrs. llemans,. 
411. 

Death-bed repentance; Eow, 412. 
Deceived, I have been ; Auerbach, 24. 
Deed, a noble ; Bellows ; 29. 

a noble ; Holland, 50, 313. 
a good ; ShaJcespeare, 318. • 

Deeds, so grand ; Bakor, 233. 

that bear fruits in heaven; 
Bicfder, 52. 

Defense, our sure ; Brooks, 37. 
Derision, when most agonizing; Jef- 
frey, 299. 

Desolation, inward ; Thomas g Kempis,. 
248. 

Despair, never ; Burke, 32. 

perpetual ; Carlyle, 50. 
eagerness of unfed hope ; 

George Miot, 305. 
to burn ; Huntington, 280. 
Desperation, powerful as genius ; His- 
radi, 36. 

Despised, always envious ; Johnson, 84. 
Dice, best throw of ; Proverb, 245. 
Dickens and Thackeray; McCarthyiy 
262. 

Diction, the, you want; Choate, 226. 
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Die, hard to ; Lincoln, 62. 

Digestion, good ; Shakespeare, 347. 

Diet will stick; Whateky, 114. 

will not stain ; New man, 114. 

Disceenment, rarer than diamonds; 
La Bruyere, 23. 

Discontent, honorable ; Liddm, 366. 
earnest; Brooks,!^. 

Discussion, liberty of ; EaU, 373. 

Dispatch, better than discourse; Smiles, 
79. 

Dispute, angry ; Chesterfield, 300. 

Divine WOED, help for human nature ; 
Essays and Beviews, 141. 

Docteine, tendency of any ; Hare, 41. 
moves the world; Shedd, 85. 

Doing good, a fuss about; , 318. 

Dooeways of life ; Meredith, 47. 

Doubt enters— inquiry denied ; Jowett, 
64, 

Deaper and civilization; K Y. Sun, 99. 

Deeam-life, bliss of ; ‘'Montebello,’' 185.' 

Dreams, importance of; E Estrange, 
301. 

and realities ; Moore, 397. 

Dupe, way of making a; Bulioer, 233. 

PUTY performed ; Eerhert, 19. 
do our; Wdlington, 22. 
not to do; Mary Lyon, 36. 
faith in our ; Napoleon III, 39, 
the post of; Jones, 57. 
ode to ; Wordsworth, 60. 
our, and other’s ; Essays, 81. j 
path of; Kerr, 210. 
is ours ; Greeley, 229. 
thy nearest ; Goethe, 247. 
not a moment without; (Men'o, 
301. 

post of; Chapin, ^Vl. , 
stimulant, a ; Prentice, 71. 

Duties, the mite has its ; Smith, 321. 

E. 

Each is bound to all ; Spenser, 261. 

Eae, emotive, eye intellectual ; Pyn- 
daU, 266. 

Earnestness, a thunder ball; Napo- 
leon, 55, 

■ Earth, solemn in continuance and 
ending ; Swing, 26. 

fringed and carpeted; 

, 120 . 


Earth, ales<on book; Ibss, 345. 

workshop and gallery of art ; 
Foss, 345. 

Ease, not give up ; Eouwi Ihbie , 238. 
Echoes, many in the world; Ooetka, 
221 . 

Economy, source of revenue ; Seneca , 
31. 

Eccentricity, privilege of an anoma- 
lous mind ; Storrs, 21. 
eulogy of; MiU, 152. 

Education, defense of nations ; Burke, 
266. 

in and out of the school-room ; 
Burke, 35. 

the basis of ; Tulloch, 80. 
collegiate, is systematic ; Wool- 
sey, 128. 

benefit of collegiate; Vincent, 
126. 

Education, end of ; PhU. Press, 127. 

and the professional teacher; 

Miss Eastman, 129. 
safeguard of liberty; Everett, 
317. 

best part of; Alcott, 352. 
Educations, two ; Gibbon, 35. 

Effort to make others happy ; Lydia 
Child, 314. 

Egoism, a serious ; Whipple, 238. 
Emerson, how to read; Alcott, 226. 
Emotion, the heat of; Richter, 228. 
Ended, when will all be ; Morris, 290. 
Enemies, my worst ; Imther, 110. 

in our hearts ; Tholuck, 110. 
those who have no ; Whately, 
no. 

speak of us as they hear ; Miss 
More, 238. 

our worst ; Lavater, 259. 
what a man’s, say ; Miss Logan, 

no. 

Enemy, what, need we fear ; Ballou , 
317. 

our worst ; Stanley, 260. 
the most dangerous; Phillips, 
261. 

Engagements, private; Bvlwer, 190. 
England and the day of judgment; 
Pitt, 269. 

and the day of judgment; 
Burke, 269. 
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Ekcslakd and ite soldiers ; TOie, 163. 
Enmities, make your, transient ; Cicero, 
'X, 

ENTJKBTAiSTMEirrs, public ; Mrs. Stowe, 
182. 

Enthosia-sm of a Christian heart ; S. S. 
Times, 142. 

begin life with. ; Bufon, 254. 
young; Carlyle, 

the genius of sincerity ; Lytion, 

m. 

eulogy of; Jjyttm, 304. 
a temper of mind ; Warburton, 
304. 

no victories without; Jjytton, 
304. 

triumph of; Bmersort, 305. 
Enthusiasms, beware of losing ; Brooks, 

82 , 

Enthusiasts understand each other; 
Inmg, 804. 

Entombed within a nation’s reverent 
love ; Qrapsey, 358. 

Envy, yoke-fellow of eminence; 
per, 107. 

accompanied by esteem; 

, 107. 

one the grave ; Qynts, 410. 
Epicureanism, human nature drunk; 
WUson, 84. 

Sadduceeism of Greece ; JPrince- 
ton Mevi&w, 84. 

Error, uproot; Carlyle, iS. 

talkative; Goldsmith, 327. 
truth abused ; Bo^suet, 73. 
the least— the greatest; Potter, 
248. 

a prosperous ; Taylor, 304. 
Errors, exploded ; 0’ Cb^nor, 306-. 
Essence of life is divine ; ReaJf, 2S7. 
Evening, ask thyself at; Irwaier, 39‘J. 
Eventide, time of meditation ; Baber l- 
son, 388. 

Events, shells of ideas ; Ghapin, 12. 
Evil, like the nightmare; BicMer, 28. 
the meridian of; Fronde, 181. 
the origin of; JSewtm, 393. 
the mystery of ; M&am, 270. 
shunned by repentance ; Shakes- 
peare, 393. 

Evolution, system of, criticised; Idd- 
doriy 272. 


Evolution, system of, criticised ; Dor 
win, 270. 

system of, criticised; Mueller, 
270. 

Example, power of ; Ma Swetchme, 

310. 

more forcible than precept ; Ce- 
aU, 311. 

Examples, direct more than precepts ; 
Quarles, 310. 

Excellence, the supreme ; Longfellow, 
23, 

moral ; Orabbe, 40. 
intellectual and physical ; 

Crabbe, 40, 

Experience, extract of suffering; BCdps, 
307. 

Extracts, the necessity of; Voltaire, 

10 . 

Eye, the memory of; Mitchell, 175. 
Eyes, homes of silent jhayer ; Tennymn, 
175. 

bright; Milton, 175. 

of night,— oi day ; , 183. 

raised to heaven ; Joubert, 345. 

F. 

Face of a perfect traitor; George Eliot, 
54. 

of Jesus; Liddon, 119. 

Faces, meanings of; George Eliot, il. 

how few left unchanged ; Dick- 
j ens, 367. 

Facts, downright ; RusJdn, 26. 

look in the face of; Stanley, 44, 
verify your; Stanly, 44. 
possession of ; Johnson, 428. 
Failure, the fiercest hell; Keats, 24. 
begin again after ; EaU, 32. 
is not always failure; Politics 
for the People, 62. 
apparent ; Parker, 104. 

Faith, loss of ; Smith, 81. 

the Christian ; Eawthorn*', 828. 
want of; BmUn, 106, 
bitterness of broken; Earper’s, 
192. 

reason yields her hand to ; Eol- 
land, 276. 

saving: Mesirezat. 276. 
saving; LmOwt, 277. 
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JFaith, sad effects of abating; S. P. i., 
382. 

not divorce from reason; S. P. 
i., 382. 

Falsehood, its time ; Premme, 78. 
Fame, perfume of heroic deeds; Socror 
Us, 25. 

Family, sovereignty of ; Qarjield, 72. 

a well educated; Scott, 189. 
Farewell, makes us linger; Byron, 
416. 

I never speak the word ; Mrs, 
SoiUhey, 41G. 

way of binding ; , 417. 

any, may be iorever ; Alger, 418. 
the bride’s ; Ware, 419. 
hard to say, to a hope ; Murray, 
419. 

Polonius; Shakespeare, 292, 
Farewells, sudden, when forever; 
Byron, 416. 

our unconscious ; George Eliot, 
4.6. 

Pate, to fear ; Montrose, 247. 

Fault, without a ; Puller, 38. 

Favors, I ask no; Taylor, 55. 

Feasts, parlor, kitchen fires; Proverb, 
231. 

Feeling, deep, contagious ; , 

227. 

Fees, small pockets for ; Mott, 32. 
Fiction, higher than fact, Bailey, 227. 
FrcTio>s and realities ; Actor, 227. 
Fidelity, sister of Justice ; Horace, 312. 
Fields, green, alike ; Johnson, 345. 
Flattery, the most skillful, Addison, 
237. 

Fli STATION, attention, intention; Bur- 
dette, 192. 

Flower, the meanest ; Wordsworth, 321. 
of sweetest smell; Wordsworth, 
331. 

the, fadeth ; WadUnjoorth, 410. 

I never cast away a ; Mrs. South- 
ey, 416. 

Flower-form, our life a; Wadsworth, 
410. 

Flowers, flaming banners; Argyle, 206. 
smiles of God’s goodness; Wil- 
berforce, 271. 

see and know what, we think 
about; George Eliot, 2Q5. 


Flowers of rhetoric; Macaulay, 2W. 

Folly, the memory of; (Met idge, 867. 

Fool, a, for a master ; Jonwn, ffiil. 

Foreign life, the strangene® of; New- 
man, 266. 

Forget, dp not ; , 183. 

Forgetting, no such thing ; JM^inoy, 

27. 

Forgive, I plead; , 409. 

how many say; Ttowpon, 

Forgiveness of an injury ; TUtm, 2a 
belongs to the injured; Dryden, 
259. 

Fortune, an acquired ; Wadsworth, 34. 
the crowning; Emerson, Bd, 
the frown beyond the smiles 
of; Thomson, 57. 
sells what she is thought to 
give; La Fontaine, 329. 

Fresco, painting in ; Emerson, 17. 

paint our lives in ; Sterling, 297. 

Free-love, tidal wave of hell ; Cham- 
bers, 147, 

Free-thought, in science and specu- 
lation; Minton, 165. 
its results ; Minion, 167, 
to he found everywhere ; S. P. 
L., 168. 

Fbetpulness of temper; BUiir, 329. 

Friend, my tme; Scribner's, 61. 

a calumniated; Johnson, 301. 

Friends, once I had, though by all 
forsaken ; Southey, 59. 
let us be ; George III, 121. 
our best ; Lavater, 259. 
to bid good-bye to ; Ouida, 416. 

Friendship, death of; , 196. 

from the heart; Cooper, 259. 
of the blunderer ; Lavater, 828. 
contrasted with malice: Hare, 
34a 

Friendships, make, eternal ; Cieero, 26. 
real; Chesterfield,?!). 
engrafted on merit; Chesterfield, 
80 . 

kept in repair ; Johnson, 259. 

Froebelism, system of education; BU- 
tinger, 127. 

Frugality, for gods and heroes ; Em- 
erson, 282. 

Fruitless Fig Tree ; Jack, 94, 95. 

Funeral, of wasted youth ; 263. 
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Fuu^eral, the largest, carries its genuine 
grief in one coach ; Pfoft, 269, 
Future, best preparation for ; McDon- 
ald, 305. 

looking towards the; Boyes, 
347. 

shaping our owiii 386. 

hides gladness and sorrow; 
Goethe, 413. 

recognition in the ; Bryant, 368. 
Futurity, the face of; Lytton, 316. 

G. 

Gaepen, to cultivate one’s; Voltaire, 
234. 

Garpieup, martyr of reconciliation ; 
Oincinnati Gazette, 360. 
was he great ? Svring, 375. 

English prize ode at; 

, 357. 

guidingbeacon to youth ; Crap- 
sey, 358. 

Gems, of thought ; Holmes, 10. 

of literature ; Peaslee, 13. 
Genius, will study ; Dewey,' 50. 

will take hold ; Wilson, 50. . 
power of seeing ; Jtuskin, 229. 
credit for ; Hamilton, 2G9. 
but one book for, nature ; Mad. 
Ddvjsy, 302. 

Geniuses, ill-assorted and sensitive; 
Emerwn, 34. 

Gentleness, mightier than power; 
Hunt, 23. 

Geology, a key; HcUlard, 280. 

Gift, on God’s altar; , 406. 

Gifts, desirable ; George Eliot, 60. 

giving when dying; 311. 
Gladstone, talks in italics ; McCarthy, 
47. 

Glance, symbol of identity ; Emerson, 
174. 

Glances, billet-doux of love;' JVX tmw, 
176. 

Glory, springs from se!f-conquest; 
Tliomson, 312. 

God, always right ; LUeoln, 55. 

what, thinks of us ; Moody, 59, 
glorified by thanksgiving; 
WM: pie, 319. 

His greatness ; BUtinger, 346. 


God reigns govern . ent lives ; Gar- 
pM, 370. 

trust in ; McDonald, 59. 
trust in; Newman, 252. 
the heart of ; Tennyson, 210. 
with, • n one’s side ; Douglass, 78. 
His omnipotence; Mrs. Brown- 
ing, 32. 

His love ; Rudder, 32. 
pity us all ; Mil er, 353. 

Gold, a picklock ; Massinger, 328. 

seek not for ; Miss Wheeler. 186. 

Good, the, die not ; , 415. 

the, has one enemy ; MuHer, 122. 
only noble to be ; Tennij'on, 230. 
be; Kingsley, 

by being, do more ; Hill, 811. 

Good-bye. the 1 ver’s ; , 195. 

GooDNEi5S, never fearful; Shakespeare, 
24. 

is no name ; Byron, 60. 
a soul of; Shakespeare, 261, 
Gospel, empowers; Hodge, 

how to receive the ; Bittinger, 87. 
common sm of the ; Doolittle, 
. 87. 

of thornnghness ; MitcheU, 151. 
the four h ; Hekler, 267. 
the fourth ; Emesti, 267. 

Gossip, public ; Bulwer, 190. 
Government, human and evil ; Paine, 
328. 

our, opens to all a pathway to 
honorable distinction ; Gar- 
field, 871. 

at Washington; Qarfiekl,'m. 
Governor, a, among the naiiona; 

Livingston, 350. 

Grace, m. ans of; Hall, 119. 

live, and die by ; Plumcr, 406. 
Grasses, names of ; Carlyle, 18. 
Gratitude, memory of the heart ; Wil- 
lis, 30, 

to the rich; Rmian,^l, 
the heaviest debt; Fra7Min,^Z. 
Grave, a pithy sermon; Hawthorne, 
405. 

all ends in the; Cray, 411. 
the mother’s ; Wordsworth, 268. 
humblest ; i yrm, 866. 
buries, extinguishes ; In’ing, 4/OB. 
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Graves, where we promised; Moody, 
407. 

Oreat, the truly ; Adelaide Proctor, 63. 

the, of earth ; PierjWiit, 313. 
Grief, conquered by resolution; QoetJie, 
31. 

proportioned to loss; Baleigh, 
304- 

should be like joy; 

355. 

Changed me ; Shakespeare, 355 
how shallow it is ; Emerson, 355. 
Growing old gracefully ; Child, 118. 
Grumblers, their chief pleasure ; Whip- 
ple, 355. 

Guilt, a Rubicon ; Jane Porter, 299. 
Gulp stream, river in the ocean ; Mau- 
ry, 270. 

H. 

Habit, power of; Cowper, 121. 

Hair, beware of her ; Shelley, 179. 
Hairs, gray ; Bacon, 41. 

Hand, heldjnmind ; Frazer's Magazine, 
337. 

Hands, languid ; Mrs. Piatt, 143. 
Happiness, do not speak of ; Plutarch, 
27. 

trinity of; WilIits,iO.' 
no dream ; Byron, 60. 
partaker of; Shakespeare, 61. 
bitter to look into; Shakespeare, 
79. 

duty of being; Stanley, 118. 
what constitutes ; Micawber, 263- 
secret of ; Clarke, 238. 
a congruity ; Butler, 246. 
if we have not; Burns, Sll. 
a sar] sight; Young, 329. 
Haranguing, insupportable ; Borne, 
303. 

Harmonization with environment; 
Cooke, 34. 

Haste, always in ; Wesley, 303. 

Hate, what to ; Eobertson, 115, 

Hatred, too keen; La Rochefoucauld, 
248. 

He that lacks to mourn; Taylor, 68. 

He was aweary ; Realf, 45. 

Head, often betrayed ; Fielding, 27. 
feeling its bumps ; Holmes, 35. 
empty purse into ; FranMin, 14. 


Health, soul of enjoyment; Tempk, 
236. 

an index; Martineau, 246. 
to preserve ; Sidney, 

Hear, unwilling to ; Ches'erfidd, 317. 
Hearers, who inspire ; Vinet, 140. 
Heart, half,— whole ; Boyd, 60 . 
human; TFt/r&'trartA, 58. 
a hea\ y ; WhiMier, 62. 
wants of; Breckinridge, 104. 
requires training; The Gaiaxy, 
174. 

each sees his own ; Qoethe, 234. 
crushed ; Robertson, 115. 
blood-tinctured; Mrs. Brctming, 
256. 

what flows from ; Blair, 313. 
dwindles enlarges ; Robeson^ 
361. 

to steal a young girl’s; Miss 
Muloch, 185. 

twilight of; Halleck. 395. 
when broken ; Bunyan, 402. 
Hearthstone, corner-stone, Bellows, 
190. 

Hearts, padlocked; Beecher, 131. 

in palaces and cottages ; Owen, 
237. 

turn to God; Vaughan, BIB. 
like apples ; Holland, 277. 
to live in ; Campbell, 239. 
predestinated ; Amm Dickinson, 
174. 

Heat, of the universe ; , 363. 

Heathen, conversion of; Newton, 263. 
HeatheiIism, seeking religion; Luth- 
ardt, 85. 

Heaven, to win ; Robertson, 31. 

a prepared place; Moody. 51. 
the stake; Kingsley, 120. 

leave the event to ; , 303. 

how we mount to ; Alcod, 317. 
best vision of; Storrs, 362. 
sweet surprise ; Price, 390. 
Hell, ubiquitous; Robertson, 88. 

not highest punishment; Auer- 
bach, 89. 

what is ; Robertson, 89. 
the awful refhge; McDonald, 89. 
consolidation of evil ; Storrs, 
must be ; Browning, 90. 
not material fire ; Dale, 90. 
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Hill, aljsence of hope ; 90. 

the Gospel’s: Farrm, 90. 
necessity of ; Cook, 90. 
benefit of; Beecher, 91. 
wrath of God ; Jacobus, 91, 
arguments against , Bahney, 92. 

Penalties ” ; Carlyle, 92. 
a distinction ; Black, 92, 
final rendering of accounts; 

Swing, 93 

eternal ; BMps, 93. 
shield of God’s judgment; Mrs, 
Browning, 93. 

little thought of; Chalmers, 96. 
Help, the truest ; Brooks, 33. 

Hero, in battle ; Calhoun, 261. 

none to his yalet ; Mad, de Se- 
vigne, 307. 

History, making-rwriting; Sherman, 27. 
unrolled scroll of prophecy; 
Qarjidd, 370. 

a divine poem ; Garfield, 372. 
mournful follower; Smith, 410. 
Hobby, a man’s ; Furness, 41. 

Holiness ; a great snare ; McCheyne, 34. 

highway of; Smith, 84. j 

Home, green bower of ; EaUeck, 189. 
crystal of society ; Smiles, 189. 
not four square walls; Queen, 
190. 

peace at ; , 190. 

our true; , 414. 

a haven ; Mrs, lAvermore, 822, 

Home-life, inharmonious; 190. 

Honor, flrom God— from man, McDonr 

o&t, loa 

true ; Sch Tier ; 27. 

Hope, rainbow of.. Jack, 32. 

how bright; Tovmshend, ZIA, 
and sleep ; Kant, 36. 
heavenly; Townshend^Zl^u 
setting of; JOongfellow, 37. 
as companion , EaMbmion, 63. 

our; , 280. 

through gloom ; , 250. 

alchemy of; Bound Table, 262. 
always liberal ; Johnson, 263. 
HOUR, one self-approving; Pope, 51. 
Hours, our past; Young, 80. 

golden links; Adelaide Procter, 
316 

squandered; Whittier, d45. 


House, spiritually empty; Arnold. 41. 
Human, all that is ; Gibbon, 307. 
Humility, base of virtue ; Bailey, 283. 
Humor, in man ; Beecher, 118. 
Hypocrisy, magnificent in promises; 
Burke, 344. 

1 . 

I KNOW the hand guiding me ; 
Evangelist, 252. 
not if; Alford, 288. 

I live for those that love me ; 246 

I THOUGHT to work for Him ; 216. 

I WILL go forth ; Smith, 52. 

be heard : Garrison, 22. 

Ideas strangle statutes : Phillips. 10. 

louder than cannon ; Paxton. 16. 
reach people; Gwmes at Ti'iith, 
10 . 

tr. uble us ; Brook‘’, 12. 

I go in silence ; Daubigne, 12. 

forming exact , Faraday, lA, 
their caricature , Palmer, 44. 
Idealize the real ; Eedge, 803. 

Ideals, all higher , Swing, 103. 

Idle, he is, Socrates, 810. 

Ip I LEAVE all for thee; Mrs. Broumhg, 
131. 

Illustration, wisely chosen; Oroshy, 
361. 

‘'Imitation of Christ George Eliot, 404. 
Imagination, indebted to ; Burke, 79. 

retina of univense; Buskin, 266. 
Immortality, evidence of ; Emersem, 30. 
remove, what is man ? Spencer, 
365. 

longing for; Addison, 279. 
Impious, to be sad; Shakespeare, 242. 
Impos^ble, not good French ; Napoleon 
376. 

IMPEOVEMPNT, human ; Finny Wright, 

22 . 

Impudence, not independence ; — — , 
311. 

what to be said of; Fielding, 
875. 

Impurity, to conquer; Essays md Be- 
mews, 116. 

Inconstancy falls oflF; Shake^eare, 876. 
INCPEDULITY, Universal; Goldsmith., 876, 
Indiscriminate defense; Junius, 3,9. 
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Individual, responsibility of; MiH^ 
279. 

Individuality, want of; MUl, 30. 
Individuals, like raindrops; Garfldd, 
371. 

particular ; Marlensen, 244. 
Infamy, not be missed ; Wilcox, 240. 
Infant, begin with the ; Mirabeau, 17. 
Infidelity, methods, with ; Holland, Zl. 
not spreading ; Bancroft, 146. 
a serpent ; S. P. L„ 384. 
invents systems of belief; S, P. 
L., 385. 

Injury, to pardon; Preau’t, 259. 

invited by insult ; Proverb, 259. 
Innocence, silence of; Shakespeare, 40. 
Innocent, keep me; Caroline Matilda, 
48. 

Insanity, the plea of; Hoffman, 150. 
Instinct, prior to experience; Paiey, 
146. 

migratory; , 146. 

no unanswered; Clarke, 147. 
Insults, large pocket for; Mott, 32. 
Integrity, pride of government ; Mng, 
300. 

Intemperance wipes out God’s image ; 
Gough, 70, 

dethrones reason; Gough, 70. 

1 dare and ought not to drink ; 
Cuyler, 70. 

conquered by Christ; Moody, 71. 
transforms into beasts; Shakes- 
peare, 71. 

only remedy against ; JDaJc, 71. 
Intercourse, beautiful ; Auerbach, 29. 

epistolary ; Johnson, 122. 
Ireland, her people; B ight, 53. 

Gethsenrane of Europe; Bed- 
path, 64, 

bound to English interests ; Fox 
54. 

reasons for woes ; Bcdpath, 54. 
It is one thing,— another thing; Shakes- 
ptare, 314. 

J. 

Jealousy, no, without regard ; , 107. 

Jerusalem, the new ; Bonar, 385. 

Jest, man in; Proverb, 27. 

serious thing; Churchill, 330. 

28 


Jester, the clerical ; Brooks, 115. 

Jesus, his influence; Carpenter, 88 . 

the supernatural in ; lyimng, 100, 
asks for the heart; Xapokmif 
100 . 

coming to ; HaU, 394. 

Jesuitess, to be dreaded; Sue, 237. 

Jew, pilgrim of commerce; Conybf.are 
and Hou'son, 229. 

Journalism, a great profession; Bomiey, 
373. 

Joy, true; Brooke, 300. 

Judaism, hoping religion ; IMhardt, 85. 
Judge, do not; Adelaide Proctor, 312. 
Judgment, charity of; Mallock, 108. 
harsh ; Beecher, 109. 
the silence of deliberate; Gar- 
fieM, 149. 

Just, to be ; Bussell, 266. 

Justice, of contemporaries; Napoleon 
the Third, 39. 

truth in action ; , 312. 

essential part of; Bacon, 329. 

K. 

Keats, his epitaph ; 409. 

at the grave of; Wilde, 410. 
Killed by cruel wrong ; BealJ, 46. 
Kindergarten, system of; BitUnger, 
127. 

Kiss, innocent ; Mirabeau, 28. 

the farewell ; George Eliot, 308. 
Knaves, the worst ; Lavater, 246. 
Kindness, kingly; Alice Carey, 319, 
Knighthood, not reward of worth; 
Jerrold, 31. 

Know, those who, the most ; IngersoU, 
69. 

we shall ; Gray, 193. 

Knowing how things go ; Buskin, 37. 
Knowledge, sources of ; Hodge, 14. 
ki proud ; Cooler, 311. 

L 

Labor and capital ; Webster, 104. 

reigns ; , 351. 

Land of settled government; Tmnyson, 
159. 

Language, harrier between man and 
animal; MUdler, 270, 

Laugh, its worth ; Lamb, 23. 
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Laughee, an honest; Scott 27. 

Laughing, & force ; Milton, 120. 

Law commands; Mo ge, 50. 

an obnoxious ; Grant, 55. 
sentiment of the people ; Black- 
done, 14S. 

uniformity of ; Minton, 168. 
profession of ; Sharswood, 329. 
of society; Bounty, 363. 
systfc-m of; Bonney, 364. 

Laziness ages ; LyUon,264. 

Lead thou me on; Nemnan, 400. 

Leaf, mulberry ; JProverb, 233. 

Leaening, a little ; Bope, 277. 

hardest way of; Parker, 324. 
pillats of; Bisraeli, 33. 

I am still ; Michael Angdo, 241. 

Let fate do her worst ; Moore, 195. 

Let me not ; , 106. 

Let us wipe our tears ; S. P. L. 275. 

Lettees, what show; Chesterfield, 2S&. 
warmly sealed; Pichter,^S. 
of those we love ; Marland, 177, 

old and dim; , 179. 

never burn; ,323. 

“ Lettees”, a flood ; Swing, 300. 

Liberty ! hquality ! Traternity ! three 
steps; Mugo,14S. 
safe only, when ; Garfield, 369. 
crimes in the name of; Mad. 
Bowland, 22. 

Library, statesman’s workshop ; Pan- 
dolph, 268. 

man in a ; Diereali, 866. 

License, not liberty ; MUton, 856. 

Lie, nothing need a ; Merbed, 64. 

Life, a comedy— tragedy ; Walpole, 24. 
truest view of ; Robertson, 34. 
knots in; Wise, 38. 
most diffi-oult ; Biddle, 38. 
spectacle of; George EUot, 39. 
charm of ; Brooke, 42. 
great end of; MaBhews, 43. 
modem ; Thomon, 47. 
doorways of; Meredith, 47. 
gift of God ; BlacMe, 49. 
business of ; MM, 49. 
inheritance of; Mrs, Grote, 50. 
sorrow in each; Longfdlow, 51. 
one hour of glorious ; ScoU, 56. 
highways of; Molme8,59. 
battle of our ; longfeUow, 61. 


Life, go carefully through; The Pres- 
bytcrian, 66. 

an education; Stanley, 92. 
shaping our own ; Ware, 97. 
parts of our; Parker, 08. 
when vanished ; A. T. X., 105. 
not choose our; Mi&s Braddon, 
130. 

a holy ; Moody, 140. 
the track of; Twitchell, 151. 
dearer than our own; Florence 
Percy, 191. 

idea of her; Shakespeare, 191. 

to live, to love, to lose ; 199. 

a discipline ; , 202. 

transfigured : Smith, 208. 
a glorious; Herbert, 239. 
newness of : Johnson, 244. 
what we seek in ; Pascal, 230. 
a ho y ; Spurgeon, 246. 
a soldier’s; SehJler, 251. 
looking fertile close.of ; Greeley, 
251. 

future; Gewge Eliot, 2B5. 

chained down ; , 336. 

a mystic flame ; Clme, 342. 
be not amazed at : Aljord, 256. 
romantic vision of ; Swing, 256. 
exercised in good , Wordmorth, 
278. 

measured by advance; , 

i95. 

awfully injured ; Svring, 295. 
awfulness of; Wordmorth, iB5. 
a lagged diagonal; Alger, 295. 
a sum ; Chapin, 296. 
a dream ; BeaumeUe, 296. 
evening of: SkuMleworihi 296. 
not free from uneasiness ; Locke, 
296. 

confinement for ; Sterne, 296. 
stains eternity ; Shelley, 296. 
ascending toward heaven; Bichr 
ter, 296. 

is gone; Mwm, 296. 
the woof of ; Robertson, 296. 
a crucible; Chapiin, 297. 
went a-maying ; Coleridge, 297. 
neighborhood of; McMer, 297. 
plunge into; Goethe, 297. 
truest end of; Penn, 297. 
this,— the next; 298. 
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Life, too short ; Charlotte Brorde, 298. 
a short day ; Mm More, 310. 
the race of; Carlyle, 344. 
preparative; Fo&s, 345. 
to leave ; Mrs, Barbaidd, 417. 
veiy critical ; Alger, 418. 
Life-thoughts, compressed; Mathews, 
10 . 

Lincoln, martyr of reconstruction ; 
Cincinnati Gazette, 860. 
ode to ; Taylor, 3£9. 

Liteeature, poetry in; Barsdon, 173. 
immortality of speech ; ScJilegd, 
225. 

a mirror ; The Nation, 225. 
a photograph ; Swing, 226. 
Listener, enemy of the speaker; 
Preault, 140. 
lively ; Holmes, 139. 

Live, what we. in ; Bailey, 49, 

Lives, pure ; Mad. Swetchine, 350. 

we lead two ; , 253. 

of the good ; , 415. 

fortunate circumstances of our ; 
Goldsmith, 306. 

Lockhart, he a good man ; Scott, 99. 
Loneliness, feeling of; Southey, 59. 
L(^ng-forgotten thoughts and feel- 
ings ; Talfourd, 315. 

Long-lasting, precepts for ; Bacon, 263. 
Look above thee ; B '^ming, 384. 

back; , 351. 

Looking passively at future; George 
Eliot, 38. 

forward with joy ; Garfleid, 372. 
Looking-glass, all love a ; South, 328. 

LoED, carcstthou not; , 404. 

we must love thee ; Ormiston, 
262. 

deck us with grace ; Advent 
Carol, 195. 

Lost, these are not ; , 335. 

Love, birth of; Socrates, 45. 

unarmed, bi.t victori: us child ; 
Emerson, 118. 

history of woman’s ; Letitia E. 

Landon, 172. 
the first; Scott, 173. 
cheating itself; George Eliot, 
173. 

a first ; The Galaxy. 174. 
our first ; Goethe, 174. 


Love, a woman’s ; Taylor, 174. 

by what inspired ; WillU, 174. 
fall in— rise in ; Bidwer, 174. 
what is : The Galaxy, 175. 
at first sight; Vincerd, 175. 
inspired and reciprocated ; Eliz- 
abeth S. Phelps, 176. 
injured by nearness; Mkhier, 

176. 

when decaying; Shakespeare, 

177. 

man of sense in ; La J^h^our 
cavld, !77. 

brings sorrow ; Smith, 177. 
of mature man ; Bulwer, 177. 
buried ; Smith, 177. 
dream of; Whittier, 177. 
never lost ; Irving, 177. 

sacrifices all ; , 177. 

lost ; Tennyson, 178. 
loveliest; Scott, 178. 
weepeth always ; Tennyson, 179. 
reasons for ; Lomin, 181. 
voice of one in ; WUUs, 181. 
not told ; Ingelow, 181. 
cannot die ; Southey, 182. 
deeply wounded ; Southey, 182. 
hide thy ; Letiti i E. Landon, 183. 
change of, unjustified; Mrs. 
Browning, 183. 

when, is done, , 183. 

alters not ; Shakespeare, 186. 
is enough ; Miss Wheeler, 186. 
cease ess ; Stanley, 187. 

wrongsof; , 187. 

Hope, and Memory ; Tennyson, 
188. 

guided by; Sidney, 189. 
domestic ; Smites, 189. 
course of true ; Shake^eare, 190. 
human, unsatisfactory; Hodge, 
193, 

man truly in ; Miss Muloch, 194; 
forever ; Taylor, 194. 
has always good wishes; Black- 
wood's, 194. 

bidding farewell ; , 195. 

trial hour of; All the Year 
Bound, 197. 

never found by many ; , 198. 

shaped by ; Goethe, 238. 
sympathy of ; Whittier, 256. 
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Love, the eternal; Ifed^e, 303. 

that sought us ; , 309. 

sweetest meanings of; Bovee, 331. 
thyself last; i^hakespeare, 154. 
Lute, rift within ; Tennyson, 265. 

M. 

Majority, intellectual,— numerical ; 
JHsradi, 21 . 

Make too much of a man ; Bacon, 35. 
Making others happy ; Roger, ii76. 
Malice, keen-scented ; Bunchon, 110. 

contrasted with friendship ; 
Hare, 348. 

Man, a historical production ; Neander, 

n. 

hut a reed ; Rascal, 11. 
what he is ; Phelps, i2. 
stamps his value on himself 
Schiller, -3. 

every great; Channing, 24. 
architect of circumstances ; 
Lewes, 25. 

finished ; Humboldt, 26 
hero of aa eternal epic ; SheU-hig, 
29. 

hlood of; Burke, 44. 
his aim ; Collyer, 46. 
of the world ; Hall, 48. 
who talks too little; Dickey, 49. 
face of a loving old ; McDonald, 
273. 

of merit ; Horace, 50. 
cheerful and confident ; Words- 
worth, 51. 

give light to ; Emerson, 69. 
who fails in business; Spectator, 
67. 

with God on his side ; Douglass, 
78. 

the real ; Ooethe, 79. 
had for a ; Beecher, 81. 
a worthy ; SmUh, 111. 
the public ; The Nation, 111. 
think the hest of ; BolinghroJce, 
116. 

nerve is ; Beecher, 128. 
the speaking ; Garlyle, 132. 
advancing through ages ; Miss 
Bremer, 145. 


Man, apart, hut not alone; Jean In- 
gelow, 150. 

every, sails over an untried sea ; 
Mathews, 151. 

glory to he a ; Taylor, 158. 
legislates; Benson, 173. 
a great; Eggleston, 189. 
without woman’s love; Holland, 
189. 

his social position determined 
by women; London Sat. Re- 
vvw, 189. 

when alone , Stewart, 226. 

most persuasive ; , 227. 

value of ; TUton, 228. 
appreciated ; Ruskin, 228. 
best friends of ; Collyer, 231. 
a condensed Methusalah ; Cta- 
pin, 231. 

seeking advice ; Chesterfield, 234. 
his hest powers ; Spurgeon, 230. 
an idle; Proverb, 236. 
wise— unwise ; Emerson, 236. 
who rises ; Boyne, 239. 
his turn will come; McCune, 
239. 

the wise ; Proverb, 241. 
the superior; Confucius, 242, 
known by the man he honors ; 
Carlyle, 242. 

success of ; Wilson, 244. 
born from above ; Moody, 244. 
heaven sent ; Moody, 244. 

apart from religion ; , 245. 

but man, at the best; Whttefidd, 
245. 

the br ive ; , 248. 

the life of; Bushndl, 248. 
should judge kindly; Alice Ca- 
rey, 249. 

dying; Franklin, 249. 
when a good, dies; longfeMim, 
250. 

his nature,— his merit ; Young, 
260. 

great,— poor ; Shake^eare, 260. 
judges rashly j Tapper, 261. 
a quarreling animal; Palmer- 
ston, 265. 

and time; Robertson, TJ A. 
like an insect; foltalre, 281. 
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Man, like the butterfly ; Walpole, 282. 
value and progress of; Murray, 
294. 

rich ; Wton, 294. 
carries a private theatre ; Car- 
lyle, 297. 

who remembers his Helper; 
Taylor, 298. 

heated into resentment; John- 
son, 299. 

contented; Bovee, 308. 
becoming divine ; Mann, 310. 
the most happy ; Goethe, 314. 
needs advice ; Plautus, 319. 
willing to be little; Emerson, 
321. 

naturally stupid; Swing, 325. 
wiser to-day than yesterday; 
P(ype, 327. 

who cannot reason ; , 330. 

of letters ; Whipple, 331. 
his conscience ; Jerrold, 332. 
shall not die ; Oleve, 344. 
age of ; Jerrold, 344. 
has interests ; S. P. L. , 346. 
has aspirations ; S. P. L., 346. 
more than constitutions ; IVhit- 
iier, 347. 

an animal ; ^ith, 347. 
an animal ; Burke, 847. 
pass for a : Shakespeare, 348. 
end of animal creation ; ^. 5 ^ 05 - 
sfo, 348. 

like an orange tree; Beecher, 
348. 

greater than a world ; Giles, 348, 
eulogy of ; Shakespeare, 349. 
product of his own history; 
Parker, 349. 

shapes his life ; Humboldt, 353. 
a really good ; Butler, 354. 
passes for what he is worth; 
Emerson, 364. 

with a belief; Garfield, 374. 
never constant ; Otway, 375. 
free to choose ; Beecher, 376. 
dying for man ; Banu, 412. 
Managing a little ; Hall, 318. 

Manhood mourns the follies of youth ; 
Shelley, 304. 

Manners, ornament of action; SmUes, 
299. 


Mansions, more stately : Hdmes, 119. 
Marrying for love ; Punch, 192. 

without money ; Punch, 192. 
Massena, not himself ; Napoleon, 27. 
Masterpiece excites no sudden en- 
thusiasm ; Lew^, 129. 

Master, to work for; Hamrgal, 216. 
Matches, one fire,— the other ice ; (M- 
ioa, 1 79. 

brilliant ; Harper's, 179. 
Materialism, its aim and folly ; S.P.L. 
385. 

Mattock, stronger than lightning; 
Mann, 231. 

Maxims, condensed good sense ; Mack- 
intosh, 300. 

Medicine, a collection of uncertain 
prescriptions ; Napoleon; 72. 
study of rational ; School of Na- 
ples, 73. 

Meditate, how to, Faber, 392. 
Melancholy, convalescence of grief; 

Mad. Bitbrenoy, 264. 

Mementoes of Eden; Holland, 37. 
Memory, indebted to ; Burke, 79. 

fed love’s soul; Tmnyson, 188. 
retains the passing moment; 
Haven, 287. 

in the next world ; Ingdovo, 294. 
land of ; Garfield, 357. 

Men, God needs the best ; George Eliot, 
26. 

greatest of a nation ; Renan, 30. 
lives of great ; Fowler, 51. 
worldly ; Overreach, 5o. 
without religion; Hitchcock, ^5. 
all frail ; Thomas a Kempis, 86 . 
mocking of; Miller, 111. 
toiling in the night ; LongfeUoio, 
123. 

their convictions— their aspira- 
tions; , 123. 

beginning life ; The Nation, 131. 
high-minded; Jones, 162. 
reflected by women; McDon- 
ald, 173, 

logical ; Shedd, 173. 
the way of; Robertson, 173. 
their death ; Goodwynn, 249. 
the best of ; Deckar, 262. 
trained by adversity ; Storrs, 278, 
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Men, ill— diTine ; Miller, 278. 

bad,— good; Saxter 281. 
some not awake; Burke, W. 
like the wolf of the fable; Spur- 
geon, 300. 

of action,— of thought; Eeine, 
305. 

earnest; Lytton, 306. 
in ardor of pursuit; SchiUer, 
307. 

of concealed fire ; Addison, 327. 
shallow,— strong ; Emerson, 330. 
like stone jugs ; Johnson, 347. 
three classes of; Lavater, 347. 
few not ridiculous; Rochefou- 
cauld, 347. 

belief of great ; Emerson, 348. 
but children ; Eapoleon, 349. 
ambitious ; Bacon, 368. 
great ; Garfield, 372. 
false,— fearful ; E Estrange, 374. 
with strong convictions; Gar- 
field 374. 

finding the Infinite Father; 
ElUnwood. 376. 

Mebcv, attribute of perfection ; Boyes, 

375. 

abandons the arena of conflict; 
Ahhott, 376. 

quality of ; Shakespeare, 376. 
anl the unmerciful; Quarles, 

376. 

the rul^ of ; Cowper, 376. 
of God ; Henry, 394. 

Milton, need of ; Wordmorth, 52. 

Mind, acting constantly ; McCosh, 11. 
the restless ; L'ddon, 11. 
cultivated ; Beadle, 23. 
diseased ; Shakespeare, 277. 
emptied faster than filled; 
Boyd, 44. 

public ;JV. Y. World, 29. 
content with earthly good; 
Fofrker, 104. 

lean not on one ; Merediffi, 122. 
philosophic ; Wordsworth, 213. 
like the firefly; Bailey, 230. 

the Meceas of ; , 414, 

Minds of other men ; Lamb, 9. 

that confer nothing; Words- 
worth, 227. 


Ministerial duty ; Christmas Erans, 
143. 

success ; Robertson, 143, 
consolation ; Markham, 144. 
Ministers, most eminent ; Taylor, 137. 
how to employ their time ; Dod- 
drid e, 141. 

honored— crippled ; Colfelt, 143. 
encouragement to ; Croivell, 143. 
their place ; Newman, 144. 
their thoughts while preach- 
ing ; Swing, 144. 

Ministry, preservation of; Dickson, 
138. 

call to the ; Tyng, 140. 

Minutes, value of five; Napo'eon, 25. 
Miserable, the way to be ; Kingsley, 82. 
Misery, yoked to guilt ; Bryant, 51. 

of a divided heart; Hodge, 84. 

the height of human ; , 376. 

Misfortune, flying from; Sophocles, 
232. 

Mistakes, thank God for ; Moody, 265. 

convince one of; Watts, 830, 
Missionary, commerce of ; Cook, 382. 
Modesty, its sins ; Mirabeau, 28. 

false ; Bruycre, 305. 

Moment, the tempting ; Sola, 312. 

the present ; Faber, 362. 
Moments of confidence ; Southey, 97. 

I seize ; , 240. 

lofty ; Holland, 279. 

Money, man who needs ; Richter, 28. 
love of ; Croslyy, 102. 

God’s estimate of; Swift, 103. 
provocation of refinement ; 

Mitchell, 103. 
lover of; Epictetus, 103. 
this idol-god ; Swing, 103. 
trust not in ; Holmes, 264. 
when man pursues ; Swing, 329. 
Moon, flatterer of decay ; Bulwer, 271. 
Morality, vestibule of religion; Cha- 
pin, 330. 

Morals of shopping; B ech^, lOS. 
Morrow, there is no ; Brmton, 47. 
Mosquito, incarnation of evil ; Evans, 
269. 

Mother, a, and her dead child ; Mck- 
em, 18. 

secret hope of a ; Holmes, 19. 
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Mother, no one foi^ets his ; S. P. L. 19. 

longing for ; Ellen Oates, 29Ji. 
Mothers with living children; Chr. 
Union, 325. 

Movements, living ; Kevman,^pl. 

Music, what gives ns ; Herbert, 19. 

speech of heart ; Wagner, 221. 
has its grantmar ; Forney, 222. 
of art,— of nature; Robertson, 
222 . 

sacred; Smith, 222. 
when, grieves: Smith, 222. 
a pensive memory ; Swing, 222. 
in the front ; Swing, 222. 
its effects; Beethoven, 222, 
will last ; Smith, 222. 
the devil cannot stand ; Luther, 
223. 

man without; Shakespeare, 223. 
luxury of; Belle Brittain, 223. 
martial ; Smith. 224. 
sister of Poetry ; Schaff, 224. 
impressive, — expressive ; San- 
key, 224. 

we love ; LetitiaE. Landon. 224. 
night filled with; Jj)ngfell>w, 
225. 

cleans the soul; Atterhach, 22\ 
Musical, how much in the ; Carlyle, 223. 
criticism, a misnomer; Ed- 
wards, 224. 

Musician, by profession; Goethe, 224. 
Mythology, religion growing wild; 
Schelling, 267. 


N. 

Name, insignifican ; Be ms, 51. 
a good ; Wardmorth, 70. 
a good ; Jeffrey, 245. 
a good ; ShaJcespeare, 114. 
stained by follies ; Burm,yo. 
carrieth impression and en- 
chantment; Bacon, 25d. 

Nation, funeral pyre of a ; Bayne, 53. 
ballads of a ; Fletelwr, 303. 
our ; Garfield, 160. 

Nature, greater architect ; Swing, 44. 
Ge'itile’s Bible ; GovJburn, 84. 
uniformity of ; Marlineau, 145. 
faith in ; Wordsworth, 206. 
great miracle of; Bryant, 207. 


Nature, gifts of ; Rogers, 211. 
human ; Johnson, 232. 
nutrition in ; Whittaker : 2X\. 
book for genius; Mad. Delusy, 
302. 

has caprices ; Macaulay. 301. 
Negro, image of God; Fuller, 268. 
Negro-qufstion, the, on the brain ; 
Prentice, 269. 

Neptune, not blamed; Preaidt, 242. 
Newspapers, not a private enterprise ; 
Bonney, 373. 

man who reads; Bcmney, 374. 
teachers of disjointed thinking ; 
Rush, 65. 

i educator of the age ; Bahb. 129. 

! mirror of the times ; Balb, 129. 

Sunday ; Pittsburgh Qaiholie, 129. 
hostiles ; Fapoleon, 302. 

New Testament, beginning of books ; 
Parker, 86. 

highest style of thought; 

, 134. 

knowledge of; Locke, 374. 

New Year, a happy ; Plumer, 232. 
Niagara, ode to ; Mrs. Sigourney, 209. 
Nil Admirari, a motto ; Brydge^, 328, 
Night, darkest ; George Eliot, 440. 

its blessings ; Burton, 399. 
Nobleness will rise ; Lowell, 30. 

of bearing; Huntington, 
Nobility, essence of true ; Froude, 321. 
Nobody, willing to be ; Payson, 30. 

Not yet, 0 friend ! Bret Harte, 326. 
Nothing, worth getting angry; Ray- 
mond, 30. 

too hard ; Herrick, SOO. 
dies ; Byron. 331. 

Novels, popular, of the day ; Greyson 
Letters, 65. 

poisoning home life ; Dix, < 6. 
sensational ; McCarthy, 65. 
sentimental ; Lord, 67. 


0 . 


0 Euripides ; Epitaph of Euripides, 250, 
0 Lord, is this the way ? Beadle, 271. 
Occupation, according to man’s nature; 
Smith; 113. 

Oh, keep their memory green ; Vena- 
ble, 161. 
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Oh, let us carry hence each one ; 

— , m>. 

Oh, it is hard to work for God ; Songs 
of Demotion, 280. 

Obstinacy, heroism of little minds'; 

, 21 . 

Odor from tainted goodness ; Thm'eau, 
347. 

Office-holders, rarely die, never re- 
sign ; Jefferson, 5o. 

On, on, forever; Harriet MarUneau, 401, 
One hand and the other ; Proverb, 262. 
Opera, an experiment ; Edwards, 68. 
Opinion, a confession of character; 
Emerson, 44. 

corrupt public ; Curtis, 81. 
independent of will; Oastelar, 
146. 

public : Murray, 150. 
unwritten law of society; Mur- 
ray, 150. 

reasons for ; Sovih, 364. 
Opinions, sick of; Wesley, 187. 

troublesome to modify our; 
George Eliot, 108. 

Opinions, popular, braved, Greeley, 21. 
the greatest lie ; Carlyle, 21. 
like frost ; Townsend, 45. 
final sentence of; Murray, 151. 
Opportunities, wait not for; Goethe, 
231. 

make your own ; Gough, 241. 
Opposition, christened persecution; 
George Eliot, 121. 
brightest tribute ; Hayes, 352. 
Orthodoxy, at present ; Chalmers, 142. 
Bourbon of thought; Huxley, 
830 

P. 

Pacific, empire of ; The Argonauts, 350. 
Pagan, Pd rather be a ; Wordsworth 70. 
Page, digested ; Macaulay, 14. 

beautifhl quarto ; Sheridan, 268. 
Paint, to, a look; 228. 

Painter, has but one moment; Mey- 
Tiolds, 228. 

Painting, my wife; Michael Angdo, 248. 
Paintings, adieu, dear ; Mazarin, 214. 
Paley, turning point of his life ; Barnes, 
267. 


Pangs, thankful ; Johnson, 244. 
PAlkADiSB, how I entered ; Zoroaster, 31. 
Part, we silently ; Richter, 420. 

never, without loving words; 
Richter, 416. 

Parting, too petty ; Shakespeare, 417. 

sweet sorrow; Shakespeare, 417. 
Party, how not to base ; Greeley, 78. 
burn idols of; Dougherty, 155. 
spirit ; Curtis, 158. 

Pass, let us, over; Friends' Review, 334. 
Passages, favorite ; Parker, 13. 
Passions, of tragedies ; Johnson, 191. 
Past, gone forever ; Robertson, 241. 

love’s ; , 179. 

comprehension of the ; , 401. 

we, the results of ; Robertson, 251. 
a had thing tmce ; Schiller, 241. 
comes not again; Longfellow, 
258. 

the, is past ; Smith, 276. 
Patience, we need ; Phebe Carey, 120. 
Peace, the way of; Moody, 276. 

Pearl, our whitest : Holmes, 420. 

Pen, brings the ; Bulwer, 29. 

People, feeling of a great ; Kossuth, 39. 
to sway masses of; McCarthy, 52. 
will talk; IfM. Capitol, lU. 
second thought of; Van Luren, 
149. 

government of, by, for the ; Lin- 
coln, 159. 

English ; Voltaire, 232. 
most difficult to know; Haw- 
ihirrne, 237. 

not all, discreet; Cervantes, 238. 
that give up God ; Bmnarck, 277. 
Perfect, the most : Boyes, 375. 
Perfection, wc may not demand; 
Miss More, 239. 

no trifle; Michael Angelo, 308. 
Perfumes, the seller of; Proverb, 46. 
Perish policy ; \Macleod, 230. 
Perseverance, a Roman virtue ; llav- 
ard, 241. 

Person, a tedious ; Jomon, 331. 

a startled ; Holmes, 271. 
Philosopher, stone of; Randolph, 204. 

stone of ; Franklin, 817. 
Philosophy, practical; Swing, 103. 
forgett ng God; Bamrcift, 116. 
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Physician, the avenge; Voltaire, 11. 

skilled to heal ; , 73: 

of souls; Breckinn ige, 104. 
Physicians, the arrantest charlatans; 
Stem \ 73. 

Physics of the brain ; Tyndall, 28. 
Piety, abuse another's ; Murray, 34. 

ode to ; , 214. 

by the sid> of patriotism ; JbAn- 
son (on the Christian Com- 
mission), 390. 
not in words ; Hood, 137. 

Pilot, never without a ; Emerson, 79. 
true ; Hugo, 80. 
ablest ; Cicero, 328, 

Picture, a poem ; Horace, 228. 

consolers of loneliness ; Swing, 
229. 

a man’s head ; Beecher, 229. 
in sermons ; Hitchcock/ 2'29. 
Pistols, sale of ; CoUy€r,ZiS. 

Pitfalls in our way ; Alice Carey, 249. 
Pity, for whom to have ; Dante, 51. 
Place, maintain the ; Goethe, 231. 

a, when things vex us; Miss Al~ 
cott, 42. 

each his own ; , 294. 

Plagiarists, their merit; Disraeli, 26. 

in the pulpit ; Buckley, 137. 
Plain-living, no more ; Wordsworth, 28. 
Plan not, but wait ; Macduff, 29 ). 
Plato and Socrates ; Cokridge, 268. 
Pleasure, poor material; Wendte, 35. 
in pathless woods ; Byron, 211. 
the greatest ; Lamb, 236. 
reflex of energy; Hamilton, 245. 
Pleasures, like poppies ; Bums, 264. 
Poems, clear-cut crystals ; Bellows, 12. 

I have lived my ; Wilde, 178. 
Poet, I come to touch thy lance ; Long- 
fellow (to Tennyson,) 211. 

Poetry, truth flying ; Beecher, 75. 

language of gods ; Bogcrs, 211. 
music married to sentiment; 

, 223. 

in literature ; Parson, 173. 

a dream of ; :: — , 178. 

true test of ; Goethe, 226. 
bring with you; Jouhert, 234. 
Poets, like nightingales ; Bailey, 208. 
English ; Voltaire, 229. 


Points, to command life from ; SheUey, 
278. 

Policy, no, like politenes; Magmn, 
232. 

Poor, poorer, poorest ; Jean Ingdow, 280. 
Popular, what is, deserves attention ; 
Thackeray, 30. 

discontents abroad ; Curran, 53. 
Popularity, care not for ; Chalmers, 58, 
no test of merit ; J2 iberison, 260. 
Position, a lowly ; Hall, 32. 

'Poverty, the sixth sense ; Proverh, 
despised ; Chiton, 272, 

Power, is everything ; Wnipple, 26. 

repeated effort ; Baldwin, 262. 
Powers, Mirabeau’s ; Dumont, 261. 

the heavenly ; 251. 

Praise, undeserved ; Broadhurst, 299. 

the breath of ; Miss More, 322. 
Pray more,— worry les-i ; Moody, 250. 

Prayer, how the Lord answers ; 

, 202 , 

a helper ; Melanchton, 322. 

neglect of secret ; , 388. 

a golden key ; Hopkins, 390. 
a mighty instrument; Miller, 
390. 

laying ho’d of God; JPreaeTi, 390. 
certain return of ; Horne, 390. 
a cry of want; Miss More, 390. 

things wrought by ; , 391. 

power of; , 391. 

and law ; Coleridge, 391. 
necessary to a man ; Farrar, 397. 
unanswered ; Grace Aguilar, 397. 
Prayers, not heard ; Jean Ingdow, 394. 

of Christ ; Tholuck, 392. 
Preaching, mere professional ; Hamil- 
ton, 132. 

its province ; K Y. Herald, 133. 
preparation for ; Woolsey, 133. 
“foolishness of’" ; Hamilton, 133. 
most effective ; Parker, 133. i 
alluring to better world ■> ; Gold- 
smith, 134. 

to the conscience; Princeton 
Beview, 184. 

to the conscience ; Goulbum, 135. 
ineffective ; Alexander, 135. 
effective; Spurgeon, 135. 
a lifetime of; Gough, 135. 
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Preaching, like lightning ; Pond, 136. 
rule for ; Paxton, 136. 
may treat all vital questions; 

Poberi^on, 136. 
must be brief; Carlyle, 138. 
what we want in ; Shedd, 138. 
simplicity in ; Savonarola, 139. 
needs our energy ; James, 142. 
utterance of personal convic- 
tion ; Cook, 144. 

Precedent, tenor of second rate men; 
Parker, 19. 

Prejudice, prejudgment; S. P. L., 354. 
Presentiment, Ma)'y A. Barr, 396. 
Preserved by posterity ; Stanley, 361. 
Press, the friend of reason; Colton, 302. 
productions of ; Chapin, 302. 
like gunpowder ; Phillips, 302. 
cradle of reformation; Agnes 
Strickland, 302. 

a new element of power ; Whip- 
ple, 302. 

liberty of ; Macaulay, 372. 
PPETENSION is nothing ; Whipple, 26. 
Pretensions, our; Mad. Qirardin, 301. 
Pride, a noble ; P chter, 322. 
Principles, independence of; Jacobus, 
69. 

defection in; Pickens, 81. 

Prisoners to fancy; , 326. 

Problems, to speak the ; Emerson, 248. 
Procrastination, a thief ; Young, 240. 
Profession, estimate of ; Burke, 364. 
of faith, my ; Pascal, 254. 
of faith, my ; Tilton, 255. 
Professional accomplishment ; George 
Eliot, 109. 

Promise, so infinitely ; Falstaf, 263. 
in vain ; Qoulburn, 135. 

Property and labor ; , 105. 

Prose, truth looking on the ground, 
Beecher, 75. 

Prosperity, no ; Chap n, 16 >. 

the hill of ; 243. 

Proverb, wit, wisdom; Mussdl, 368. 
Public, what serves the; Colton, 261. 
Pulpit, leaping into; Woolmy, 133. 

affectation in the; Mii^wtgh 
Pmim, 133. 

noblest triumph of; B:echer,l^. 
plagiarism in ; Buckky, 137. 
in and out of; MePonaJd, 144. 


Pumpkin, to myself; Thoreau, 281, 
Punishment, God’s; Holland, 
Purification ; Mrs. Browning, 207, 
Purpose, constancy of; Cousin, 47. 
constancy of; Pisraeli, 3B5. 
what men want ; Bulwer, 48i. 

Q. 

Quack, when to prefer a ; Colton, 73, 
Quacking, slaves o . ; Carlyle, 332. 
Qualities, good; Locke, 314. 

Question, to settle ; Pisraeli, 365. 
Questions, unse tied ; Garfield, 160. 
same, old ; Whittier, 9i 

of duty ; , 243. 

Quotation, garbled ; Me Cosh, 267. 
classical ; Johnson, 271. 
an apt ; Proverb, 271. 

R. 

Race of life, the ; Carlyle, 344. 

Races, no accursed ; Castelar, 146. 

Read master pieces ; Frazer, 14. 
great books ; Stanley, 14. 

Bible and Shakespeare; Mur^ 
pJiy, 15. 

reflect on what you ; Coleridge. 
303. 

Reading, easy ; Parker, 324. 

Ready for death ; . 418. 

Realities and illusions ■ Richter, 23. 

and dreams ; Moore, 397. 
Reason, things above: Sid^iey, &5. 

test of ridicule ; WarburUm, 327, 
Recollections, pleasant; S. P. L., 286. 
Reflection, to master; Coleridge, 331. 
Reform, work of , Whately, 64. 

of Christianity ; Chapin, 153. 
Reign of law, the ; Garfield, 270. 
Regret, the vain ; Whittier, ;145. 
Religion, motives to; Butler, 81. 
professors of ; Bethune, 83. 
built on introspection; Canon’ 
Mosely, 393. 

in walks of life; Jaggar, 86. 
what is ; Luthardt, 87. 
enemy to vices ; MassiHon, 393. 
now required ; Swing, 87. 

to vulgarize ; , 134. 

solid, substantial ; W(dey, 37. 
revival of; S. MK Pr€ii)yltrian, 139,. 
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Religion, never fashionable; Moody, 
276. 

ally of science ; Parker, ^8. 
and science ; Holmes, 327. 
men without ; Franklin, 302. 
essential to society ; Laplar-e, 301- 
assent to God ; Martineau, 271. 
choicest philosophy ; More, 368. 
master piece of ; Vinet, 363. 
Religious indifierence,' Pohertson, 85. 

might ; Robertson, 138. 

Remoese needs a comforter ; Mrs. Sig- 
ourney, 320. 

characteristics of; Froude, 131. 
aifects some minds less; Rud- 
der, 392. 

Repentance, man after ; Spurgeon, 390. 
most divine act ; Carlyle, 392. 
shuns the evil ; Shakespeare, 393. 
on the death bed ; Dow, 412. 
Reply, impromptu ; MoUere, 308. 
Reputation beyond merit; Beatty, 19. 
Resolution, irrevocable; Seward, 79. 

native hue of ; Shakespeare, 411. 
Respect for those not succeeding in 
life ; Hillard, 41. 
position of ; Kane, 149. 
he that does not ; Herbert, 242. 
Rest, in a comer ; Thomas a Kempis, 14. 
no, in the ministry ; Moody, 154. 
do not ; Goethe, 310. 

Resureection, the ; Caroline Leslie, 2^9. 
Reticence, a judicious; Chesterfield, 2Z8. 
Retrospect of youth; Landon, 401. 
Revival, genuine ; Cuyler, 139. ' 
Revolution, fruits of; RoUin, 306. 
Revolutions, like volcanoes ; Hugo, 28. 
Rhetoeic, talent of decaying states; 
Phillips, 66 . 

flowers of ; Macaulay, 209. 
Right, test of everything ; Wise, 38. 
on the scaffold; Lowell, 49. 
rather than President; Clay, 79. 
an eternal r ty ; Hugo, 232. 
to be in the ; Lowell, 325. 
doing ; Beecher, 844. 

Righteous, become— do ; Lu‘her, 328. 
Righteousness, turning to ; Boy'e. 304. 
Ripening without shriveling ; Boyd, 84. 
Rise, for the day is passing; Adelaide 
A. Procter, 356. 
what we, by ; Holland, 315. 


Romance, poetry of literature; Mad- 
Necker, 302. 

Rome, the church of ; Murray, 142. 
Roses have thorns ; Shakespeare, 234. 
Rounds, to ascend by ; Longfellow, 2». 
Rules, golden ; Dickens, 37. 

Rumoe precedes tidings ; Taylor, 292. 
Rut, geltiiig into a ; Ppice, 231. 

s. 

Sabbath, benefit of; Qanse, 83. 
well spent ; Hale, 394. 
school ; Duryea, 140. 
a rainy ; ChrMian at Work, 245. 
a golden clasp ; Longfellow, 321. 
Sacrifice, no heroic, ever lost ; Gar- 
field, 370. 

it was no ; Livingston, 324. 
Sadness, most unutterable; Brooke, 123. 
Sarcasm, language of the devil ; Car- 
lyle, 266. 

sharpened ; Chesterfield, 266. 

Satisfied, I shall be; , 338. 

Savior, to Thee, their ; Hymnal, 413. 

voice of; Sarah Doudney, 215. 
Saxon cruelty; O'Connell, 22. 

Scan gently; Burns, 281. 

Scholar, the devout; Alge>, 13. 

School, the Manchester ; McCarthy, 59. 
Schools, nocessity of; Mann, 217, 
Scorn spent in vain ; Foster, 260. 
Science, ally of religion ; Parker, 328. 
topography of ignorance ; 
Holmes, 330. 

Scripture, gold mines of ; , 17. 

pa sages of ; Oreyson Letters, 17. 
the version of ; Rogers, 42. 
constructions of ; Whedon, 85. 
confirmed; Herschel, 362. 
read in two hundred languages ; 
Cook, 382. 

Sculpturing of character; Beecher, 19. 
Scythians at feast ; Bancroft, 82. 

SEE, easy to ; Franklin, 27. 

to, — not to ; Goethe, 243. 

Select, to, well ; Troubld, 265. 
Self-commendation ; Hale, 362. 
Self-consciousness, not always awake; 
Fmerson, 45. 

Self-denial, teach ; Scott, 299. 
Self-ease is pain ; Whittier, 315. 
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Self-knowledge at the judgment; 
l^Mps, 892. 

Self-love and self-neglecting; Shakes- 
peare, 237. 

Self-murdee, greatest crime; .Temple, 
304. 

Sense, set in humility ; I*enn, 269. 

our helmet ; Young, 316. 

Senses, characteristics of; Tyndall, 

Sensibility, not saving; 318. 

S'EFAEATE, When persons ; Ruffi-ni, 416, 
Sepaeation on the day of Judgment ; 
Jforris, 418. 

Sermon, poppy of literature ; Swing, 133. 
' reading a ; Parker, 133. 
the best; Taylor, 137. 

Serve, to, by waiting; Milton, 62. 

Set DOWN, when to: Mrs. Browning, 309. 
Sigh and grieve ; Thomas a Kempis, 406. 
Sigh of human heart ; Alger, 81. 
Silence, virtue of the feeble ; PreavM, 
265. 

sanctuarj" of prudence ; Qradan, 
307. 

who can refute ; Dickens, 227. 
Silver-lining of the cloud; WiUits,24D. 
Simplicity, supreme excellence ; Long- 
fellow, 23. 

of action through life; Beck- 
man, 126. 

Sin, argument for future life ; Taylor, 83. 
its characteristic ; Phelps, 153. 
be ashamed of ; Wesley, 243. 
Sin, plated with gold ; Shakespeare, 277. 

the path of; , 331. 

the deadliest ; Carlyle, 392. 
Sinning against light ; Taylor, 33. 

Sins most prevalent; Oronby, \02. 

Sky, witchery of the ; Wordsworth, 59. 

clouded; Trench, US. 

Slander, what is ; Jouibert, 108. 
to despise ; (Mo, 108. 
first answer to ; Washington, 108. 
invention of; Addison, 108. 
to give ear to ; Calvert, 109. 
the devil’s tongue; Luther, 109. 
impossible to escape from ; 
Johnson's Rambler, 110. 

power of; , 118. 

Slave, his capacity ; BitHnger, 273. 
Slavery, helpless ; Woolman, 148. 


Slaves, they are ; Lowell, 325. 

Sleep, type of death ; Colton, 308. 
of death ; Urquhart, 341. 
innocent; Shakespeare, 

Smile, the hopeless do not ; Holland. 32. 
Snow-ball, this being a ; Dryden, 298. 
Society, solution of books; Holmes, 15. 
prepares the crime ; Buckle, 28. 
code of; Lowell, 43. 

Solicitude, what is ; Landor, 298. 
Solitude, an hour of; Coleridge, 211. 

hath charms for the pure aleiie ; 

, 212 . 

crowded ; George Eliot, 260. 
use of ; Herbert, 250. 

Solomon, proverbs of; Stanley, 31. 

Son op God, like the ; Huntington, 280. 
Song shall be heard forever ; Smith, 222. 
the mercy of God; Antoinette 
Sterling, 225. 

one grand, sweet ; Kingsley, 240. 
Songs, 'meet troubles with ; Beecher, 223. 
Sorrow on account of sin; Rudder, 43. 
down with ; Shakespeare, 52. 
the storm of ; Wordsworth, 180. 
abmt to-morrow; Fleming, 217. 
crown of ; Tennyson, 401. 
relief from ; Wilcox, 318. 
Sorrows, greatest; Pavl, 265. 

unknown ; WoQlirrmn>, 149. 

Soul, on its knees ; Hugo, 11. 

work of ; Robertson, 388. 
true nobility of ; Ike Marvel, 27. 
to preserve the ; Farrar, 397. 
dross and undress ; Herbert, 38. 
its natural modesty ; Brooke, 42. 
hampered by body ; Fowler, 176. 
passes through experience; S. 
P. L., 184. 

redeemed from sin ; Cohbe, 2*12. 
that dares ; Sara S. Clarke, 249. 
greatness of; Addison, 867. 
incapable of sadness ; CounteM 
de Gasparin, 307. 

Souls, created for each other ; Anna 
E. Dickinson, 174. 
joined for life; George Eliot, 180. 
agree ; PreauU, 262. 
none understand ; Miller, 117. 
SovEEEiGNTiBB, Several; Garfield^ 72. 
Speak, how to ; Agnm, 33. 
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Speak, of^homn^t to; Cedi. 229. 
Speaking and feeling; Auerbach, 80. 

against time ; Sumner, 66. 
Speech, sweet charity of; Mrs. Sigour- 
ney, 320. 

an undelivered ; JPanmur, 48. 
Speech-making, perpetual ; Froude, 36. 
Sphinx, the; Mark Twain, m. 

Spirit, religious; Emerson, 139. 
nerve thy ; Eryant, 112. 

Spirits, heroic ; , 415. 

our, dwell apart ; , 209. 

Stand, we may not; FiaH, 61. 

St A klight, vanished; Eulwer,58. 
State, what constitutes a ; Jones, 163. 
Statement is argument ; S/iedd, 267. 
States indestructible ; Chase, 157. 
Statesman, first duty of; Disraeli, 19. 
Step, the first ; Froverb, 344. 

Stir, the fretful ; Wordsworth, 237. 
Stoicism, human nature in despair; 
Ftfcon, 84. 

Stop, let us; Johnson, 345. 

Stories, uncreditable ; Coleridge, 234. 
Story, indelicate; Field, 49. 

not the same ; Qeorge Eliot, 298. 
Strange faces; George Eliot, 31. 
Strength to bear up ; Mrs. Remans, 377 
Strokes, invisible ; Chronides of Car- 
lingford, 192. 

Strong are the mountains ; reo. 

Student, advices to; Sharswood, 329. 
Study, impatience of; Johnson, 4Q. 
genius will ; Dewey, 50. 
method in ; Nevln, 243. 

Style, frame of thoughts ; Emmons, 43. 
of eloquence ; Gladstone, 67. 
the pulpit ; Shedd, 138. 
a gossamer ; Bancroft, 271. 
Subject, how to master ; JPrinceton lie- 
view, 266. 

Succeeds, what we keep ; Barker, 23. 
Success, talent of; Longfellow , 91. 
secret of ; Disraeli, 33, 365. 
joy of ; Augusta Evans. 35. 
a matter of perseverance; 
Wendte, 47. 

colors all ; Thomon. 279. 
is prudence ; Riggins, 279. 
Sufferer, a real ; St. Bernard. 24. 

the best of men ; Deckar, 262. 
Sufferings of others ; Swift, 236, 


Suffrage, question of; GarMd, 160. 
and education ; Garpld, 9m. 

Suicide, guilt of; Ediertmn, 116. 

Summons of death; Bryant, 221. 

Sundays, pillars of Heaven; Rerhert, 394. 

Sunshine, gleams of; Burns, 60. 

Superiors, we live with; Emerson, W. 
to live with ; Epictetus, 26. 

Superstition, and skepticism; RUc?^ 
cock, 70. 

Surface Christianity, Rolmes, 31. 

Surpass one’s self; Qween ChiiiMicma,Wb. 

Surprise, bold; London Quarterly, 2hJ. 

•SusPiaoN, killing the; George Eliot, 21b. 

Suspicions, unjust ; Lincoln, 80. 

Sweet, to know ; Byrmi, 175. 

Sword, sacred ; , 56. 

a hideous flash ; Rugo, 232. 

Sympathy, goed done by ; Farrar, 52. 
the primal ; Wordmorth, 213. 
silent, of love ; Whittkr, 256. 

T. 

Take me ! Bunyan, 272. 

Talents, talk not of ; Montgomery, 310. 

Task-master, the ; Smith, 269. 

Tastes, aristocratic; Rugo, 24. 

Tea, sweetened ; Bidding, 347. 

Teach me to live; Rymnal, 283. 

Tear, drying up a ; Byron, 246. 

Tears, their sacredness ; Rdps, 42. 
nature’s ; Shakespeare, 328. 
eloquent; Rdps, ^2. 

Telegraph, a nervous system ; N. Y. 
Herald, 48. 

Temper, woman’s ; Vincent, 188. 
good ; Irving, 296. 

Temperance, the cause of; Cobdm, 306. 
its benefits; Frank'in, 306. 

Tempest, the ; Annie Mathews, 338. 

Theater, gateway to ruin ; Gurley, 67. 
moral ; immoral ; Sweetzer, 67. 
reform ; BcUtimo e American, 68. 
sorts of ; Balnur, 69, 
man’s private ; Carlyle, 297. 

Thee, always with ; , 182. 

Thanksgiving-day ; Warner, 232. 

Theological speculation ; Christtieb, 
148. 

seminaries ;Clarke, 68. 

Theology, ideas of truth; Beecher, 330. 
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They who die; Byron, 56. 

Thing, good, abused ; Forward, 39. 
dishonor of; Plutarch, 231. 

Things, good ; McCosh, 115. 

that not happen ; Dickens, 237. 
little; Pascal, 299. 
lovely; Swing, 265. 

Think, how to; Miss JSrerm', 38. 

making others ; CoUon, 233. 
those who ; Goldsmith, 226. 

Thinkeb, the great; March, 81. 

the profound ; Disraeli, 365. 

Thinking, no substitute for; World, 21. 
and acting ; McNulty, 80. 
free ; Jacobus, 69. 
wrong ; Mary^ Clemmer, 120. 
whatis; 'Ptoi{o, 221. 

Thou, way, life, truth ; Parker, 408. 

Thought, whose is it? Fmei'son, 9. 
key to man ; Emerson, 11. 
reverting to an idea, Hugo, 20. 
hour of silent ; Wordsworth, 42. 
sprinklers of ; Holmes, 59. 
let your, rise ; Liddon, 119. 
tired ; Taylor, 121. 
nature of ; Bovce, 314. 
value of ; Bailey, 380. 
pale cast of ; Shakespeare, 411. 

Thoughts, character ; Phil, Ledger, 10. 
our great ; Thackeray, 11. 
deep ; Wordsworth, 321. 
nations rest on ; Emerson, 12. 
people without ; Goethe, 382. 
noble ; Sidney, 12. 
certain, are prayers ; Hugo, 14. 
of others ; Brooke, 4 . 

Timf, master of our ; Berkeley, 282. 
the present ; Porter, 82. 
like Indus ; Longfellow, 316. 
that marks ; Alexander, 291. 

Times, serious ; Qarfield, 371. 

Tireo, well! and what; 334. 

’Tis HIS at last; Lowed, 9. 

To-uay and to-morrow ; Ck>leridge, 29. 

Tomb, thoughts at the ; , 198, 

To-morrow, a mystery; MiUer, 288. 
i wiU do this ; Bwsell, 319. 

Tones, cadences ; ^ enc & r , 221. 

Tongue, lying ; Solomon, 259. 

Tongues of others; Franfdin, 40. 

TOTA L- ABSXiNENGB *, O’ (kWhOf, .307. 

Treasures, earthly; Bkdfs, 2)64. 


Trees, the tallest ; Penn, 328. 

TEiuMPH.in emergency ; Mathews, 33. 

Trinity of happiness ; WUUts, 40. 

Trouble, effects of; George Eliot, 402. 

True, dare to be ; Herbert, 64. 

be ; All the Year Pound, 124. 

Trumpets, Israel’s ; Christ. Carol, 389. 

Trust, what we, in ; Tennyson, 63. 

better to”; Phila. Ledger, 394. 
in God; Macleod, 230. 
in another ; Harper's, 192. 

Truth, when, emerges ; Browning, 57. 
on the side of ; Whately, 73. 
honor every ; Emerson, 73. 
neighborhood of ; Binney, 74. 
brotherhood of ; Argyle, 74. 
like light ; Bulwer, 74. 
the proper stimulant ; Shedd, 74. 
not conquered ; March, 74. 
how to get at ; Butler, 74. 
an apostle ; Phillips, 75. 
forgives not ; Ruskin, 76. 
in our bfest moments; Cook, 75. 
and the world : Athanasiiw, 75. 
made free by ; Cowper, 76. 
has quiet breast ; Shakespeare, 75. 
and the universe ; Eoarts, 75. 
ready for ; Brooks, 75. 
and error; Lviliardt, 75. 
overlooked; Bmhnell 76. 
greatest homage to : Emerson, 76. 
captive; Malebranche, 76. 
search after ; Lessing, 76. 

I have loved the; Buschnell, 70. 
to speak plain ; Prentice, 77, 
a commonplace; Coleridge, 77. 
in danger ; Guthrie, 77, 
the ring of ; Robertson, 77, 
disagreeable ; Edgeworth, 77. 

sky of God’s ; , 77. 

fears nothing; Guizot, 78. 
strong and safe ; Dickens, 78. 
revelations ot ; Dana, 78. 
crushed to earth ; Bryant, 78, 

I nd love ; Punshon, 136, 
and social lies ; lennyson, 831. 
cannot perish ; Bancroft, 146. 
breaks through; Bryant, 28L 
great ocean of; Newton, 281. 
privilege of ; Scrivener, 299. 
afaioted; Taylor, 804 
once uttered ; LoweU, 815. 
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Truth, royal ; Alice Oarey, 319. 

is everlasting; Beecher, 330. 
food of the heart ; Garfield, 370. 
not isolated ; Garfield, 370. 

Truths, like colored birds ; Swing, 10. 
the self-evident ; AristoUe, 36. 
most awful ; Coleridge, 74. 
the great ; Ca&sel, 76 
old, ever new ; Banyan, 77. 

Try and trust ; Smiles, 126. 

Turner as a painter ; Buskin, 23. - 

Type, a single, Cuyler, 308. 

u. 

CJnalmsed, the poor; Pollock, 313. 

Unbelief, air-pump of ; Richter, 365. 

Un-Christlike, what is ; Murray, 112. 

Uncivil thing, say,— act; Johnson, 121. 

Unexpected, the; Garfield, ZZl. 

Ungrateful man ; Publiits Syrus, 364. 

Unhappy, he was not; Tennyson, 192. 

Union, past, future ; Brown, 156, 157. 
preservation of ; Chase, 157. 

United States, Christianity; Noble, 154. 

Universe, its greatness ; Foster, 268. 

Unreturning BRAVE;’' S. P. X, 379. 
their heroism ; Garfield, 379. 

Uns egret to ourselves ; Shakespeare, 48. 

Use the temporal ; Thomas a Ktmpis, 47. 

Utilitarian, a ; Hamiton, 242, 

y. 

Vanity, offended ; Helps, 40. 

Verdict is the thing ; O'Conred, 48. 

Verse, power of a; Herbert 9. 

his choicest; Lowell. 226. 

Versed in life; Armstrong, 250. 

Vice, keenly detected ; Robertson, 109. 
stings us ; Colton, 243. 
a monster; Pope, 21^. 

Villainy detected ; Goldsmith, 30. 

the days of ; Shakespeare, 268. 

Virtue, human ; Lee, 40. 

fugitive, cloistered ; Milton, 2Z^. 
strength of; 243. 

difficult to reach ; Fdtham, 306. 
all bow to; DeFinod, 307. 
a flower ; Cowper, 316. 

Virtues, high souled; 233. 

Vision, faculty of; March, 272. 


Voice, soft and low; Shakespeare, 172. 
a calling; TickeU, 389. 

Voices, through time ; Byron, ^SB. 
pathetic ; Murray, 389. 

W. 

Wall, two sides of a ; €kx>k, 4K 

War is dread ; Birch, 56. 

a necessity ; S'. P. X, 377. 
success in ; Napier, 377. 
and the Gospel ; Chapin, 380, 
never a good ; Franklin, 373. 
and peace; LongfeUow, 380. 
orators of ; Miller, 380. 

Watching, -the Lord’s ; Bible, 416. 

Water, eulogy of; *•, 72. 

Water fowl, to a ; Bryant, 210. 

We are, what others think ; Hazlitt, 345. 

Wealth, no measure; Mitchell, 103. 
corporative ; Phillips, 103. 
desirous of ; Macaxdey, 105. 

Web, a tangled ; Scott, 248. 

Weeper, voice of the; Scopi, 414. 

Weepers at our funeral ; Taylor, 70. 
Welcome; Shakespeare, 233. 

West song to the ; Bryant, 161. 

When Goethe’s death ; Arnold, 289. 

Whence and whither; Carlyle, 46. 

When’er a noble; Longfellow, Bib. 

Wherever God erects; I>efoe, 136. 

Whigs of 1839 ; Brougham, 53. 

Who art thou; Hugo, 385. 

Whosoever is, etc. ; Garibaldi, 22, 

Wicked, the ; Socrates, 122. 

Wideness in God’s mercy; Faber, 316. 

Will, good; Jeffrey, 245. 

Wife, a good; Eggleston, 189. 

Winter, the ; Wordmorth, 328. 

twilight; BowrdiUon,Z9Z. 

Wisdom, tone of true ; Jeffrey, 396. 
is humble; Cowpor, 311. 

Wishes, pleasures ; Jerrold, 29. 
good ; Richter, 38. 

Witticism, genuine ; Joubert, 311. 

Woman, the ; Macaulay, 122. 

differs from man; BlacTde, 122. 
sufiffage ; RusUn, 123. 
ought to vote ; Train, 124. 
like violets ; Palmer, 172. 
masterpiece; Lessing, 172. 

“ Eve Mrs. Browning, 172. 
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Woman, friendFliip; Moch^oucaidd, 172. 
the study of; Willis, 173. 
a high-minded; Vincent, 173. 
grandest work of; ihfrj/ea, 173. 
faithful ; Susan B. Anthony, 173. 
charm of ; Gladstone, 174. 
praise of ; JECaMeck, 189. 
and shopping ; Auerbach ; 189. 
the task of; Blackwood's, 201. 
her mission; Blackwood's, lOl. 
“superfluous” ; Livermore, 201. 
in future; McNulty, 203. 
sister of charity ; Tarbox, 204. 
not the same; Landor, 300. 
Women, if could not cry; Jerrold, 807. 
criticised by : Bi&radi, 366. 
talking to ; Disraeli, 366. ’’ 

WOED, in kindness ; Colesworthy, 320. 
one simple; Lowell, 254. 
my last ; BicMer, 420. 

Words, worthy ; Bulwer, 9. 

keener than steel ; Miller, 232. 
are things ; Byron, 9. 
the whip of ; Clark, 12. 
immodest ; Boscommon, 48. 
strange ; Guesses at Truth, 66. 
idle ; Dickey, 113. 
gentle ; Sunday Magazine, 113. 
and thought ; Stewart, 221. 

burning; , 227. 

once spoken ; Boscommon, 316. 
that heal ; Mrs. Sigourney, 320. 
his, are bonds ; Shakespeare, 320. 
loving; Bichler, 416. 

Work, no success without; Garfield, 22. 
care about your ; Spurgeon, 24. 
motives of ; Emerson, 37. 
to deceive ; Beadle, 41. 
done for Q-od ; Knox, 88. 

the quiet ; , 116. 

restorative ; Bmsher, 140. 
not hard enough ; Xngelow, 191. 
silent part of; Story, TM, 
earnestly ; Luceite, 247. 
get leave to ; Mrs. Browning, 249, 

half-day’s done; 251. 

great panacea; , 895. 

Working-classes, the; Gladstone, bO, 
World, governed ; OxensUerna, 28^ 
too serious ; Carlyle, 43. 
shadowed, brigditened; Parker, 
44. 


World, like a desert; Dryden,i^. 

needs of the ; Miss More, 81. 
does not care ; Thackeray, 11 1. 
a solemn fact ; Beed, 121. 
book of woman; Bousseau, 172. 
the, changes ; Bryant, 231. 
its smile; Bulwer, 236. 
fever of the ; Wordmorth, 237. 
how to go into ; Good Words, 240 
towards the ; Scott, 242. 
seed-corn for; Judson, 265. 
the, still young ; Tyndall, 271. 

a newer ; , 274. 

a good— the worst ; Buhver, 274. 
hollow-hearted ; Prentice, 282. 
governed ; Woolsey, 313. 
stand against; Bandolph, 317. 

out of tune ; , 318. 

not what it seems ; Moore, 397. 
leaving the ; Gotthold, 409. 

Worlds, both, viewed^; Walter, 

Worship without churches ; Smith, 321, 

Worst, the ; Shakespeare, 247. 

Worth, true ; Alice Carey, 319. 

Wrestling with sin ; Coquerel, 86. 

Write, to, from heart ; Tapper, 228. 

Writers, the finest ; Gilfillan, 206. 
injudicious ; FeUon, COl. 

Writing well ; Shefifield, 268. 

Wrong, the battle against; Murray, 112. 
ten censure ; Pope, 208. 

Y. 

Years, thousand from now; Ilayne., 26. 

Yesterday and to-day ; Cassel, 233, 

Young Men, advices to ; Hirward, 82. 
must work ; St. John, 116. 
and amusements ; Tulloch, 124. 
shape their fortune ; Porter, 252. 
do something ; Stanley, 262. 
a heaven above ; Mitchell, 2i 6. 
not cautious^ Burke, 308. 
learn ; Spurgeon, 307. 
acting ; Carlyle, 311. 
best way for ; TMotsm, 821. 
advice to ; Mrs. Qug 324. 
must win spurs; Gwfidd, 872. 

Youth, how beautiful; Longfellow, 125. 
stars of our ; Wa^er, 286. 
a bank ; Mad. SwctcMne, 295. 
when it is over ; ^ 402» 
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